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CHAPTER  I. 

THE  CASE  ON  THE  FKONTIER. 

“Somewhere  out  in  the  country  is  the  man  who  murdered 
my  brother/’  said  the  stern-faced,  gray-bearded  man  who 
sat  in  the  office  of  the  chief  of  the  Secret  Service.  *“I  have 
the  money  and  the  influence,  and  I  intend  that  my  brother's 
fate  shall  be  avenged.” 

“YTou  have  the  necessary  evidence  to  convict  him,  I  sup¬ 
pose  ?”  asked  the  chief. 

“I  have  three  witnesses.” 

“And  you  wish  detective  service?” 

“I  do,  and  I  want  the  best  man  you  have.  I  am  willing 
to  pay  for  it.” 

“Very  well !  What  are  the  facts  in  the  case  ?” 

“Four  years  ago,  my  brother,  Arthur  Foss,  was  a  well-to- 
do  merchant  in  this  city  of  New  York.  In  his  employ  was 
a  trusted  clerk  named  Dudley  Dean. 

“Dean  had  entire  charge  of  the  books  and  the  private 
papers  of  my  brother’s  business.  One  day  he  turned  up 
missing,  and  with  him  went  forty  thousand  dollars  of  my 
brother’s  money. 

“It  left  my  brother’s  family  impoverished.  At  the  time, 
I,  James  Foss,  was  in  Australia,  and  I  did  not  know  of  the 
affair  until  a  year  later. 

“My  brother’s  body  w’as  found  in  the  cellar  of  his  store 
frightfully  bruised.  He  had  lived  long  enough  to  scratch 
on  a  board  with  a  bit  of  pencil  an  accusation  against  Dean. 

“I  at  once  sent  help  to  my  brother’s  family.  Thereafter,, 


I  lived  only  to  get  home  and  avenge  him.  It  took  me  nearly 
three  years  to  settle  up  my  business.  But  here  I  am,  and  I 
shall  not  rest  until  Dudley  Dean  is  brought  to  justice.” 

“Ah !”  said  the  chief.  “I  remember  the  Foss  murder. 
In  fact,  I  believe  we  have  a  detective  on  our  force  who 
knows  something  about  it.” 

“Who  is  he  ?” 

“His  name  is  James  Brady,  or  better  knowm  as  Old  King 
Brady.” 

“Can  I  see  him  ?” 

“I  will  see  if  I  can  reach  him  at  his  lodgings.  There  are 
two  of  these  Bradys,  the  old  detective  and  a  younger  man, 
who  is  a  partner  and  pupil.  His  name  is  Harry  Brady; 
though  they  are  not  related  by  any  ties  of  blood,  yet  they 
are  very  warm  friends.” 

The  chief  touched  a  transmitter  on  the  wall. 

A  moment  later  a  bell  tinkled,  and  he  opened  the  tele¬ 
phone  receiver.  It  was  a  private  line. 

Presently  the  chief  laid  down  the  receiver  after  a  few 
words  over  the  wire,  and  said : 

“He  will  be  here  in  a  very  short  while.” 

The  returned  Australian  waited,  discussing  the  case 
meanwhile  with  the  chief. 

“Brady  will  knowr  something  about  it,”  said  the  latter. 
“I  am  sure  no  detectives  on  earth  could  handle  this  case 
so  well  for  you  as  the  Bradys.” 

“They  shall  be  well  paid,”  declared  the  Australian.  “I 
am  rich  and  can  spend  any  amount.  1  am  burning  to 
avenge  my  brother.” 
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It  might  have  been  twenty  minutes  by  the  clock  when  the 
door  opened,  and  two  men  entered. 

They/ were  of  remarkable  appearance. 

The  old  man,  of  tall  and  strong  figure,  strong  features 
and  gray  hair,  was  known  to  every  criminal  in  America. 

Old  King  Brady,  the  king  of  sleuths,  was  the  terror  of 
the  evil-doer  far  and  wide. 

His  protege  and  partner,  the  young  man  beside  him, 
Harry  Brady,  was  scarcely  less  famous. 

The  two  famous  detectives  advanced,  and  the  chief  said : 

“Gentlemen,  I  must  introduce  you  to  Mr.  Foss  from 
Australia.  He  will  tell  you  his  case  and,  perhaps,  you  can 
do  something  to  help  him.” 

The  detectives  bowed. 

“We  are  at  the  gentleman’s  service,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  in  his  courteous  way. 

They  shook  hands  with  the  Australian. 

“You  remember  the  Arthur  Foss  murder,  Brady,”  said 
the  chief,  “about  four  years  ago.” 

The  old  detective’s  eyes  flashed. 

“Yes,”  he  said,  in  his  laconic  way. 

“Well,  this  is  the  brother  of  the  victim  of  that  tragedy. 
He  wants  to  bring  the  murderer  to  justice.” 

Old  King  Brady  fixed  a  penetrating  gaze  upon  the  Aus¬ 
tralian. 

“I  recall  the  case  very  well,”  he  said.  “I  was  busy  on  a 
Pullman  car  mystery  at  that  time  and  could  not  give  it 
my  attention.  But  1  was  much  interested.  I  believe  the 
murderer  was  said  to  be  Dudley  Dean.” 

“He  is  the  scoundrel,”  declared  Foss,  savagely.  “My 
brother  trusted  him  implicitly  and  he  proved  false  to  that 
trust.” 

“That  is  your  belief?” 

“Yes.” 

Then,  with  an  after  thought,  Foss  asked : 

“Is  it  not  yours?” 

Not  a  line  of  Old  King  Brady’s  face  changed,  as  he 
said : 

“No !” 

Astonished  beyond  expression,  the  Australian  stared  at 
the  detective. 


pocket.  Those  keys  to-day  are  in  the  museum  at  the  Cen¬ 
tral  Office. 

This  was  most  astonishing. 

“1  told  you,”  said  the  chief.  “I  knew  that  Brady  could 
tell  you  something  about  the  case.” 

“But,”  stammered  Foss,  “I  cannot  see  that  it  clears 
Dean.  He  disappeared  and  might  have  been  in  league  with 
the  gang.” 

“Very  true,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “But  if  he  was 
guilty,  he  was  not  alone.” 

“This  is  most  remarkable.  It  certainly  ^-hanges  the  com¬ 
plexion  of  the  case.” 

“Yes,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “So  I  would  not  judge 
Dean  too  harshly.  I  have  always  had  an  idea  that  he 
might  have  been  a  victim  as  well  as  your  brother.” 

“Do  you  think  it  possible  ?” 

“Indeed,  I  do.  He  was  an  old  and  trusted  employee.  He 
had  always  been  faithful  to  his  trust.  I  would  give  him  the 
benefit  of  the  doubt.” 

But  the  Australian's  face  was  hard. 

“Impossible !”  he  said.  “My  brother’s  dying  accusation 
cannot  be  disposed  of.” 

“I  don’t  know  about  that.” 

“Well,  how?’” 

“Your  brother  was  found  in  the  cellar  of  his  store  the 
next  day.  The  store  was  locked  on  the  outside,  and  the  key 
was  missing.” 

“Yes.”  ’  \  * 

“Now,  the  gang  might  have  killed  Dean  as  well  as  your 
brother.  To  blind  justice,  they  could  have  devised  the  con¬ 
fession,  or  accusation,  written  on  the  board.  In  fact,  it 
would  be  just  such  a  trick  as  they  would  play.” 

“But  what  did  they  do  with  Dean?” 

“They  knew  that  he  must  be  disposed  of,  so  they  may 
have  taken  his  body  away  and,  perhaps,  thrown  it  into 
the  river.” 

But  Foss  was  incredulous. 

“I  can  hardly  accept  your  theory  as  yet,”  he  said.  “I  am 
disposed  to  believe  Dean  the  guilty  man.” 

“But  how  do  you  explain  the  articles  found  on  Bent’s 
pal  ?” 


“What?”  he  gasped.  “You  don’t  believe  Dean  did  it?” 

“I  do  not !” 

“But  what  became  of  him?  Why  did  he  disappear? 
What  became  of  the  money  ?  Who  else  could  have  done  it  ?” 

Old  King  Brady  gave  a  quiet  shrug  of  the  shoulders. 

“Well,”  he  said,  “I  base  my  conclusions  on  my  knowl¬ 
edge  of  the  operations  of  a  certain  gang  about  that  time.” 

“A  gang?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  do  you  mean  ?” 

“Big  Ike  Bent,  the  West  Side  garroter  and  back-door 
thief,  to  my  knowledge  had  your  brother’s  gold  watch  in  his 
possession  after  that  affair.  That  day  he  was  known  to  have 
been  in  that  locality  with  his  gang.  Moreover,  one  of  his 
oals  was  caught  with  the  keys  of  the  old  iron  safe  in  his 


“Oh,  Dean  may  have  disposed  of  them  in  some  way. 
More  than  that,  I  am  sure  that  Dean  is  alive !”  ^ 

“Alive?” 

“Yes.” 

II  was  the  Bradys’  turn  to  be  surprised. 

“How  do  you  know  that  ?  Where  is  he  ?” 

“He  was  seen  by  a  friend  of  mine  in  Boise  City,  Idaho, 
d  here  is  no  doubt  about  the  identification.  My  friend  spoke 
with  Dean.” 


“Was  there  any  reference  to  the  murder?” 


A  one  whatever.  Dean  was  with  a  gang  of  rustlers,  and 
as  it  was  a  lawless  region,  my  friend  could  take  no  action.” 

I  he  detectives  exchanged  glances.  The  case  was  grow¬ 
ing  interesting. 


‘Well,  Mr.  Foss,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “If  l)e.in  i; 
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alive,  it  disposes  of  my  theofy.  But  he  must  be  made  to  ex¬ 
plain  matters." 

‘‘That  is  it.” 

“And  you  would  like  us  to  track  him  dowU  ?” 

“That  is  just  it.  Bring  him  Bast  and  to  trial.  I  want 
mv  brother  avenged." 

*  .  0  j 

For  a  time  the  detectives  were  silent.  Finally  the  chief 
said : 

“Well,  Bradv.  what  is  the  word?”  ^ 

“We  will  take  the  case,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  arising. 
“We  start  for  Idaho  to-night.  We  will  report  to  you  when 
we  have  won  success.” 

The  Australian  put  out  his  hand. 

“Shake  !”  he  cried.  “I’ll  never  cease  to  long  for  your  suc¬ 
cess.  And  to  tell  the  truth,  1  like  your  style.  You’ll  win  !” 


CHAPTER  II. 

IN  THE  WEST. 

In  all  the  fair  land  of  iVmerica  there  is  no  more  witching 
region  of  romance  and  adventure  than  the  mountain  State 
of  Idaho,  with  its  deep  mountain  parks,  its  scenic  rivers, 
buttes  and  plains,  valleys  and  vales  and  snow-capped  peaks. 

Here  the  winters  are  of'  the  most  severe,  the  summers  of 
the  most  balmy  and  gentle  kind. 

Cowboys  and  rustlers,  Indian  hunters,  trappers  and  min¬ 
ers  make  up  the  major  part  of  the  population. 

It  constitutes  what  little  there  is  left  to-day  of  the  old- 
time  picturesque  frontier  life. 

White  Park,  deep  among  the  Rockies,  was  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  spots  in  Idaho. 

Here  a  community  had  planted  a  small  town  known  as 
Golden  City. 

In  the  mountains  the  miners  dug  silver  and  gold  quartz, 
and  lead  and  tin. 

Every  night  the  motley  crew  descended  to  spend  their 
earnings  in  the  dance  halls  and  gin-mills  of  Golden  City. 

On  the  smooth,  green  plains  through  the  Park,  stock  men 
herded  their  cattle,  farmers  planted  corn  and  wheat. 

In  the  mountain  rivers  and  streams  white  and  Indian 
hunters  fished  and  trapped  the  beaver  and  otter. 

A  daily  stage  connected  Golden  City  with  the  outside 
world. 

So  far  as  Golden  City  denizens  cared,  there  need  have 
been  no  outside  world,  save  for  the  tenderfoot  who  came 
to  them  to  be  regularly  plucked  as  legitimate  game. 

The  mountain  trail,  which  led  down  into  White  Park, 
was  a  dangerous  road  to  travel. 

Many  a  stage  was  held  up  and  robbed  by  outlaws. 

The  most  widely  known  of  these  road  agents  was  Big  Ike 
Bent.,  who  flourished  in  Idaho  in  the  summer  and  migrated 
to  Arizona  in  the  winter. 

Little  was  known  about  Big  Tke  in  Golden  City,  save 
tbat  he  carne  from  the  effete  East,  and  was  a  fugitive  from 

t he  law. 


Many  an  expedition  had  been  fitted  out  to  rout  him  out  of 
the  hills. 

But  he  had  a  strong  following  back  of  him  and  could  al¬ 
ways  more  than  hold  his  own. 

His  name  was  a  synonym  of  terror  to  the  travelers  in  the 
mountain. 

Into  this  region  it  was  that  the  Bradys  made  their  way. 

Leaving  the  railroad  fully  one  hundred  miles  behind 
they  traveled  on  pony  back,  preferring  this  to  the  dreary 
stage  ride. 

\ 

At  night  the  Bradys,  camped  by  the  trail.  In  their  sad¬ 
dle  bags  they  carried  plenty  of  food. 

The  hardy  Oregon  ponies  carried  them  at  a  gentle  lope 
hour  after  hour  over  the  trail. 

One  evening  they  had  entered  upon  a  winding  moun¬ 
tain  road  which  led  along  the  bank  of  a  steep  descent. 

The  altitude  was  high,  and  the  ponies  breathed  hard  with 
effort.  Suddenly  a  startling  sound  £ame  to  the  hearing  of 
the  detectives. 

Crack !  Crack ! 

Loud  yells  were  interspersed  with  the  crack  of  firearms. 

“What’s  up?”  exclaimed  Harry. 

“Somebody  is  in  trouble.  They  may  need  help.” 

“Shall  we  go  ahead?” 

“Yes.” 

The  detectives  spurred  their  ponies  on. 

As  they  rounded  the  bend  of  the  trail  they  came  upon  a 
startling  scene. 

The  lumbering  Golden  City  stage  was,  standing  in  the 
middle  of  the  trail. 

The  driver  sat  motionless  on  his  box. 

.  There  was  a  reason  for  it.  He  had  a  bullet  hole  through 
the  brain. 

The  half  dozen  passengers  had  sought  to  resist  the  road 
agents,  and  two  of  them  were  shot  dead  in  the  coach. 

The  others  were  now  prisoners,  and  being  ransacked  for 
valuables  by  the  outlaws. 

The  detectives  beheld  this  spectacle  with  thrilling  sen¬ 
sations. 

They  saw  that  there  were  a  dozen  of  the  road  agents. 

They  were  two  against  twelve,  and  the  odds  seemed  too 
great.  For  a  moment  Old  King  Brady  hesitated. 

But,  to  his  surprise,  the  outlaws,  at  sight  of  the  detec¬ 
tives,  beat  a  hasty  retreat. 

They  clattered  away  down  the  mountain  at  a  terrific  pace. 
It  was  possible  that  they  thought  the  Bradys  the  vanguard 
of  a  large  force  of  Yigilants. 

The  next  moment  the  Bradys  pulled  up  beside  the  coach. 

By  way  of  a  bluff,  they  sent  a  few  shots  after  the  robbers. 

Their  example  was  followed  by  the  four  surviving  pas¬ 
sengers. 

Such  a  fusilade  had  the  desired  effect  of  still  more  fully 
impressing  the  road  agents  that  a  band  of  Yigilants  had 
come  to  the  rescue. 

“Thank  Heaven,  you  came  in  time,”  cried  one  of  the 
passengers.  “We  shot  three  of  the  rascals.” 

“And  lost  three  men  !”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
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“Yes.  1  don’t  see  what  they  killed  the  driver  for.” 

“He  tried  to  keep  on,”  said  another  passenger. 

“Well,”  said  Harry.  “We  are  glad  to  have  been  on  hand. 
Are  you  bound  for  Golden  City?” 

“Yes.” 

The  four  men  were  of  the  miner  type,  and  their  placer 
outfits  were  on  top  of  the  coach. 

They  introduced  themselves  and  fraternized  at  once  with 
the  Bradys. 

“But  how  in  thunder  will  we  git  down  to  Golden  City  ?” 
cried  one  of  them.  “Thar  ain’t  a  six-hoss  driver  among  us.” 

“I’ve  driven  six  horses,”  said  another.  “But  not  on 
this  kind  of  a  trail.” 

Old  King  Brady  looked  along  the  narrow  shelf  of  rock 
and  down  into  the  mighty  gorge. 

Surely  it  was  a  trick  of  a  hazardous  kind  to  tool  a  coach 
down  that  rough  trail. 

But  he  said :  • 

“Well,  friends,  if  you’ll  risk  your  necks  with  me,  I’ll 
drive  her  down  the  mountain.”  j 

The  miners  stared. 

“Kin  ye  do  it  ?” 

“I  think  so.” 

“All  right.  If  ye  break  our  necks  ye’ll  break  yer  own.” 

“I’ll  take  the  chances.” 

“But — what  about  the  dead  men?” 

“It  won’t  do  ter  leave  ’em.”  y 

“The  buzzards  will  get  ’em.” 

“We’ll  bury  them  right  here,”  said  the  old  detective. 
“Bring  down  some  shovels.” 

Shovels  were  plenty,  in  the  miners’  outfits,  and  in  a  few 
moments  six  graves  were  dug  in  the  soft  sandy  soil. 

They  were  shallow,  but  made  secure  from  wild  beasts  by 
piling  heavy  stones  on  them. 

This  done,  Old  King  Brady  bared  his  head  and  said  a 
prayer  over  them. 

Then  he  leaped  upon  the  coach  and  picked  up  the  reins. 
Harry  rode  behind,  holding  his  pony. 

It  was  a  dangerous  trail  which  led  down  the  mountains, 
as  the  detectives  knew. 

Old  King  Brady  was  a  skilled  whip,  but  driving  wild 
mustangs  on  a  narrow  shelf  of  rock  like  that  was  something 
to  try  the  nerve. 

On  the  jump  the  lithe  horses  leaped  away. 

The  old  detective,  however,  handled  them  like  a  veteran. 

Beside  him  sat  a  man  who  was  a  type  of  frontiersman 
from  head  to  toe. 

He  stroked  his  prodigiously  long  mustache  and  at  times 
looked  Old  King  Brady  over  keenly. 

Finally  he  ejected  a  huge  wad  of  tobacco  from  his  mouth, 
and  said : 

“Doggone  me,  but  ye  air  the  coolest  tenderfoot  ever  cum 
inter  Idaho.  D’ye  hear?” 

“Eh  !”  said  the  old  detective.  “Do  you  think  so?” 

“Cm  not  a  durued  bit  sure  that  ye're  no  more  tenderfoot 
than  I  am.” 

Old  King  Brady  smiled. 


“Well,  there  are  keen  people  where  I  come  from,”  he  said. 

“Whar’s  that?” 

“Over  two  thousand  miles  away,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady,  evasively. 

“That  might  be  down  ter  Panama.’’ 

“Yes,  or  up  to  Hudson  Bay.” 

“Humph!  What  do  ye  know  about  the  West?” 

“Very  little.  But  I  learn  easy.” 

“Durned  i^I  don’t  believe  ye.  Kin  ye  shoot?” 

“I  can  aim.” 

“Wall,  ye’ll  have  to  be  a  dead-shot  if  ye  expect  ter  git 
along  in  these  parts.” 

“Are  you  a  dead  shot  ?” 

“Hey?”  said  the  rustler,  opening  wide  his  eyes.  “Has  a 
chicken  got  feathers?  Kin  a  frog  jump?  Wall,  I’m  one 
of  ther  Dead-Shot  Gang.” 

“Sho  !  You  don’t  say  !”  exclaimed  the  old  detective,  with 
mock  wonder. 

“Wall,  I  kin  prove  it.  Do  ye  see  that  fly  on  that  off  lead 
broncho’s  ear?  Wall,  I’ll  flick  it  off  with  my  thirty-eight 
fer  a  hundred  even  up.” 

With  this  the  fellow  drew  out  his  heavy  revolver.  But 
Old  King  Brady  said : 

“Humph !  Any  boy  can  do  that.  .  Do  you  see  that  buz¬ 
zard  down  there  ?”  * 

The  miner  looked  far  down  into  the  great  gulf  of  the 
gorge,  which  was  fully  two  thousand  feet  deep. 

A  thousand  feet,  or  half  the  distance  down,  a  buzzard 
was  soaring  in  a  circle.  Any  marksman  knows  how  hard 
it  is  to  hit  a  bird  on  the  wing  while  high  in  air. 

“Yas,  I  see  him.” 

“I’ll  bet  you  two  hundred  to  one  you  can't  stop  his 
motion  in  three  shots.” 

“I’ll  take  ye !”  declared  the  miner.  “Put  up  yer  soap.” 

The  money  was  put  up  with  another  miner,  who  whis¬ 
pered  in  Old  King  Brady’s  ear. 

“Ye’re  foolish.  That’s  Flash  Pete  Conrov,  the  keenest 
shot  in  the  mines.  He  has  a  record  of  eleven  dead  men.” 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE  DEAD-SHOT  GANG. 


Old  King  Brady  had  sized  the  fellow  up  before  this  in¬ 
formation  was  given  him. 

He  saw  that  he  was  of  the  type  of  dead-shot  “bad  man” 
to  be  found  in  all  mining  or  lawless  regions. 


r  lash  1  ete  had  killed  eleven  men  with  his  quick  fire  and 
deadly,  sure  aim.  1  his  had  earned  him  a  tremendous  repu¬ 
tation  in  that  region. 

Host  men  steered  clear  of  him  and  did  not  risk  an  alter¬ 
cation  of  any  kind  with  him. 

I>ut  Old  King  Brady  knew  little  about  him,  and  eared 

less. 

Mash  Pete’s  keen  black  eye  followed  the  course  of  the 
buzzard  a  moment. 
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I  can  repeat  it  any  time  I  choose.  Let’s  see,  1  believe 


Then  he  crooked  liis  elbow  like  a  flash  and  fired. 

The  buzzard  gave  a  little,  perceptible  movement,  but 
kept  on  soaring. 

“Ye  hit  him,  Pete,”  cried  one  of  the  miners. 

“Xo,  he  didn’t,”  cried  another.  “Thet  bullet  grazed 
him.  Tliet's  all.” 

Once  again  Pete  fired. 

This  time  the  bird  did  not  show  any  shock  whatever. 
A  curse  escaped  the  ruffian’s  lips. 

“I  kin  do  it,”  he  gritted. 

Once  again  he  raised  his  pistol.  Again  it  spoke : 

Crack ! 

The  buzzard  still  continued  to  cut  a  wide  circle.  All 
three  shots  had  missed. 

A  volley  of  curses  escaped  Flash  Pete. 

He  sat  back  discomfited.  But  there  was  a  gleam  of  sat¬ 
isfaction  in  his  eyes  as  he  reflected  upon  the  fact  that  it 
was  likely  that  his  opponent  could  do  no  better. 

Old  King  Brady  smiled  grimly. 

He  straightened  the  lead  horses,  glanced  once  over  the 
edge  of  the  descent,  and  then  laid  his  whip  across  his  knee. 

“You  didn’t  hit  him,”  he  said. 

“No,”  growled  Pete.  “And  you  can’t,  either. 

'“Are  you  sure  of  that  ?” 

“You  can’t  outshoot  me  ?” 

“Well,  if  I  could  not  shoot  that  bird  down  there  in  three 
shots,  I’d  never  pretend  to  be  a  crack-shot.” 

Flash  Pete’s  face  was  livid. 

“Oh,  ye  wouldn’t,  eh?”  he  scoffed.  “Well,  ye  won’t  hit 
him  in  a  hundred.” 

“I’ll  bet  you  ten  to  one  I’ll  Hit  him  in  a  hundred  trys.” 

“Oh,  go  on !  We’ve  made  our  bet,  and  I'm  waiting  for 
my  money.” 

“You’ve  seen  the  last  of  it,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  as  he 
quickly  pulled  his  revolver  from  his  belt. 

The  six  horses  were  straight  just  then.  The  coach  was 
on  a  good,  safe  track,  and  the  opportunity  was  good. 

Quick  as  a  flash,  and  yet  with  nonchalance,  Old  King 
Brady  leaned  a  bit  over  the  side  of  the  driver’s  seat  and 
fired. 

Crack ! 

The  buzzard  gave  a  spasmodic,  upward  swing,  then  flut¬ 
tered,  beat  wildly  with  its  huge  wings,  and  then  shot  down¬ 
ward. 

Flash  Pete  was  speechless.  He  stared  at  Old  King 
Brady  like  one  in  a  dream.  ' 

The  old  detective  put  up  his  revolver  and  picked  up  his 

reins. 

He  cracked  the  whip  and  the  coach  went  booming  down 
the  mountain  side. 

The  miners  on  top  of  the  coach  were  just  as  astonished  as 
Fla^j  Pete.  The  latter  finally  leaned  forward  and  peered 
into  Old  King  Brady’s  face. 

“Who  air  you  ?”  he  asked. 

“I’m  a  tenderfoot.” 

“Domed  if  1  believe  it.  No  greenhorn  could  make  a 

i. hot  like  that.” 


I  get  the  money.” 

“Yas,”  growled  Flash  Pete,  in  a  sulky  way.  “Do  ye 
reckon  to  stop  in  Golden  City  ?” 

“Sure !” 

“Wall,  ye’ll  have  a  chance  to  try  yer  shootin’  afore  ye’ve 
been  there  long.  I  want  to  tell  ye,  that  if  ye  can  beat  me, 
ye  can  beat  ’em  all.” 

“Then  the  rest  must  be  easy,”  said  Old  King  Brady, 
coolly.  This  was  like  a  match  to  tinder. 

Flash  Pete’s  face  became  purple. 

“Eh?”  he  hissed.  “Thet’s  an  insult.” 

His  hand  flew  to  his  belt.  There  was  no  doubt  but  that 
he  would  have  killed  Old  King  Brady  then  and  there. 

But  before  he  could  draw  he  looked  into  the  muzzle  of  a 
pistol  in  the  detective’s  own  hand. 

“Hands  up !” 

Flash  Pete’s  jaw  fell.  For  a  moment  he  was  disposed  to 
refuse.  But  the  hammer  clicked  and  he  wisely  obeyed. 

For  the  first  time  Flash  Pete  had  been  called  down  with 
the  drop  on  him. 

He  had  met  his  match. 

His  face  was  contorted  and  pallid  with  rage. 

Old  King  Brady,  with  the  other  hand,  reined  up  the 
horses.  His  face  was  grim  and  resolute. 

“Get  off  this  coach,”  he  said,  sternly.  “Get  off  before 
I  shoot  vou  off.” 

There  was  no  disobeying  that  command.  Pete  had 
glanced  half  appealingly  at  the  others.  But  they  were 
neutral. 

“What  d’ye  mean  ?”  he  demanded.  “What  d’ye  want  me 
ter  git  off  fer  ?” 

“You  meant  to  shoot  me.” 

“How  do  ye  know  ?” 

“I  saw  it  in  your  face.” 

“Aw,  I  was  going  to  frighten  ye.  Put  up  yer  shooter  !” 

“No,  I  think  not.  I  believe  I’ll  kill  you.” 

Old  King  Brady’s  eyes  gleamed  along  the  barrel.  But 
Pete  tumbled  off  the  box  to  the  road. 

“Don’t  pull,”  he  yelled.  “I’m  goin’  ter  do  it.  But  ye 
ain’t  goin’  to  leave  me  here  ter  walk  ter  Golden  City?” 

“That’s  what,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  stiffly.  “And  I 
hope  you’ll  cool  off  a  little  before  you  get  there.  Don’t  pick 
up  every  tenderfoot  for  a  flat.  You  may  get  left  again.” 

Flash  Pete  was  insane  with  impotent  rage. 

“Curse  you  !”  he  hissed.  “I’ll  follow  you  to  yer  grave. 
I’ll  kill  you  on  sight.” 

“Not  if  I  see  you  first,”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “Gee  up 
there !” 

The  coach  rattled  on  leaving  Flash  Pete  in  the  moun¬ 
tain  trail  cursing  like  a  madman. 

Old  King  Brady  had  taken  the  precaution  to  take  his 
pistol  away  from  him,  so  that  he  could  do  no  harm. 

He  was  quickly  out  of  sight.  Cool  as  ice,  the  old  de¬ 
tective  tooled  the  horses  down  through  the  last  gorge  and 
entered  the  valley  road. 
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The  rest  of  the  passengers  were 
nerve  ol‘  the  new  stage  driver. 

Finally  one  of  them  ventured  to  say: 

“ Ye’ll  hev  to  hev  eyes  in  the  back  of  yer  head  hereafter, 
captain.  You  bet  Flash  Pete  will  shoot  you  at  the  first 
chance.” 

“If  he  tries  it,  and  I  can  get  sight  of  him,  I’ll  kill  him 
sure,’’  said  the  old  detective,  quietly. 

And  now  the  trail  broadened,  and  the  rude  structures 
of  the  mining  town  showed  below. 

It  was  the  evening  hour  when  the  stage  rolled  up  to  the 
door  of  the  Golden  City  Hotel,  and  the  motley  crowd  of 
miners  and  adventurers  crowded  around  it. 

A  sensation  was  created  when  it  was  learned  that  the 
stage  had  been  held  up  and  the  driver  killed. 

Old  King  Brady  became  the  cynosure  of  all  eyes. 

The  miner  passengers  told  of  his  nerve  and  the  manner 
in  which  he  had  outwitted  Plash  Pete. 

“An*  he’s  a  tenderfoot  at  that.” 

But  Old  King  Brady  had  already  decided  upon  the  hand 
he  would  play  in  Golden  City. 

It  would  be  a  high  one. 

So  he  alighted  from  the  stage  and  Walked  into  the  hotel. 
Harry  soon  came  up  and  joined  him. 

“Give  us  the  best  room  you’ve  got,”  he  said  to  the  clerk. 

That  worthy,  with  alacrity,  proceeded  to  do  so.  The 
Bradys  went  to  their  chamber. 

“Well,”  said  Harry,  as  they  proceeded  to  wash  and  pre¬ 
pare  for  supper,  “we  got  through  all  right — partner.” 

“You’re  right !”  agreed  the  old  detective.  “Twice  I 
thought  we  had  got  to  step  off,  though.” 

“This  is  a  warm  country.” 

“Well,  I  should  say  so.” 

“We  are  likely  to  have  some  hot  work.” 

“To  be  sure !” 

“What  is  our  game  ?” 

“We  can  only  play  the  hand  in  one  way.” 

“Bluff  ?” 

“Yes,  of  the  hardest  kind.  There  is  a  hard  gang  here, 
and  to  beat  them  we  must  more  than  meet  them  half-way.” 

“That  is,  at  their  own  game?” 

“Yes.” 

“Shall  1  pose  for  a  dead-shot  also?” 

“Of  course  !  We  are  pards,  and  must  fight  together.  We 
will  soon  know  whether  we  are  to  rule  or  not.” 

“This  Dead-Shot  Gang  seems  to  have  the  call  here  just 
now.” 

“Yes.” 

“Flash  Pete  is  probably  their  leader.” 

“Xo,  I  don't  think  so.  I  imagine  this  man  Bent  is  the 
leader.” 

“Ah,  he  is  the  fellow  whom  we  saw  under  arrest  with  the 
gold  watch  of  Arthur  Foss  on  his  person." 

“Yes.” 

hlle  is  the  real  murderer.” 

“That  is  our  point  of  view.  Of  course,  we  have  yet  to. 


prove  it.  But  if  Dean  is  also  out  here  in  hiding,  that  puts 
a  new  face  on  the  matter.” 

“We  shall  soon  find  out.” 

“I  hope  so.” 

So  Old  King  Brady  decided  upon  strong  tactics.  He 
would  play  a  high  hand  in  Golden  City. 

Just  how  well  he  did  it  and  how  he  succeeded  in  holding 
his  own  with  the  Dead-Shot  Gang  we  have  yet  to  see. 

The  Bradys  now  went  downstairs  again. 


CHAPTER  IY. 

A  WARM  ARGUMENT. 

The  barroom  of  the  hotel  was  crowded  at  this  hour. 

Miners  were  in  from  a  hard  day’s  work  to  try  their  luck 
at  the  gaming  tables. 

Herders  and  cowboys,  Indians  and  Mexicans,  all  made  up 
the  big  assemblage. 

The  shuffling  of  cards  and  the  chucking  of  dice  was  on 
every  side.  Drinks  were  passed  over  the  bar  as  fast  as 
the  perspiring  clerks  could  handle  them. 

It  was  just  such  a  scene  as  one  sees  anywhere  on  the 
frontier  in  mining  communities. 

As  Old  King  Brady  and  Harry  entered  the  place,  all  eyes 
were  turned  upon  them. 

The  tall,  powerful  frame  of  the  great  detective,  his 
strong,  stern  features,  would  attract  attention  in  any  crowd. 

He  swaggered  through  the  crowd,  and  they  gave  way  on 
every  side. 

Old  King  Brady  swept  the  room  with  an  eagle  glance. 

“All  up  for  drinks !”  he  shouted. 

Instantly  there  was  a  semblance  of  a  cheer  and  a  rush  for 
the  bar. 

The  old  detective  threw  a  couple  of  bank  notes  of  high 
figure  on  the  bar. 

“Give  ’em  the  best  you’ve  got,”  he  said  to  the  bartender. 

The  drinks  were  dealt  out.  But  all  waited  for  the  de¬ 
tectives  to  drink  first,  as  was  etiquette. 

Old  King  Brady  had  called  for  a  light  wine. 

He  held  his  glass  up. 

“Friends,’  he  cried,  “I’m  a  stranger  in  this  ’ere  place. 
But  I’ll  soon  get  acquainted.  I  propose  your  health  and 
your  families’.” 

This  was  a  popular  chord.  There  was  an  uproarious 
cheer.  All  drained  their  glasses. 

“Once  again !”  shouted  Old  King  Brady. 

Again  the  glasses  were  filled. 

“Here’s  success  to  the  town  and  the  hotel,”  cried  the  old 
detective.  “May  it  grow  and  prosper !”  I 

Again  there  was  a  cheer. 

Again  the  glasses  were  drained. 

“Once  more!"  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “We'll  drink  to 
the  downfall  of  the  road  agents  and  the  extermination  of 
the  Dead-Shot  Gang!” 


dumbimlftded  by  the 
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A  dead  silence  fell  upon  the  room.  Men  gasped  and 
rubbed  their  eves. 

V 

They  stared  at  the  old  detective,  Who  coolly  drained  his 

glass.  He  looked  inquiringly  at  the  hesitating  crowd.  Then 

» 

a  contemptuous  smile  curled  his  lips. 

“Oh,  what's  the  matter?”  he  asked,  in  a  sneering  voice. 
“Don't  you  like  that  toast?  Or  are  you  all  cowards?” 

“The  man  who  drinks  thet  toast  will  be  marked,”  said  a 
harsh  voice  from  a  distant  part  of  the  room. 

“Indeed !”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I’ve  drank  it.” 

“Then  you  are  marked.” 

‘"Show  yourself,  and  I’ll  mark  you.” 

There  was  a  movement  in  the  crowd,  and  a  man  stepped 
into  view. 

The  miners  fell  back  instinctively  as  he  did  so.  Old  King 
Brady  was  face  to  face  with  him. 

He  was  a  big,  hulking  fellow,  with  long  hair  and  a  heavy 
mustache.  His  under  lip  was  heavy  and  drooping,  and  his 
mouth  cut  in  a  cruel  leer  at  the  corners. 

His  eyes  were  dark  and  lustreless.  He  was  dressed  in 
the  garb  of  the  plainsman  and  carried  an  arsenal  of  weapons 
in  his  belt. 

“I  haven’t  the  honor  of  your  acquaintance,”  said  Old 
King  Brady,  with  quiet  dignity.  \ , 

.  "My  name  is  Bent.” 

“Oh !  I’ve  heard  of  you.  I  believe  you  are  known  in 
New  York  City.” 

Bent  started  as  if  shot,  and  ta  livid  color  overspread  his 
face.  The  lash  of  a  whip  across  it  could  not  have  more 
thoroughly  convulsed  it. 

“Who  are  you?”  he  gritted. 

“I  am  a  peaceable  citizen  of  the  United  States.  My 
home  is  wherever  night  finds  me.  You  may  call  me  Smith 
for  want  of  a  better  name.” 

A  hard,  cruel  light  shone  in  Bent’s  eyes.  With  it  was 
mingled  distrust  and  a  kind  of  fear. 

His  hand  instinctively  stole  toward  his  pistol  belt. 

But  Old  King  Brady  saw  the  move,  and  said : 

“Put  your  hands  up  !” 

Bent  obeyed  as  if  the  order  were  already  enforced.  His 

eves  blazed  with  furv. 

«/  ** 

“Are  ye  reckonin’  on  livin’  in  Golden  City?”  he  asked. 

“I  am.” 

“Wall,  I’d  advise  ye  to  think  it  over  a  little.  It’s  a  warm 
place  fer  Smiths.” 

“That’s  what  I  came  here  for.” 

“Oh,  ye  did  ?”  , 

“Yes,  the  hotter  the  better  for  me.j  I  just  love  tropical 
weather.” 

“Ye  spoke  about  New  York.” 

“Yes.” 

“What  do  ye  know  about  it?” 

“I  once  knew  of  a.  man  there  named  Foss.  He  had  a 
derk  named  Dudley  Dean.  Do  you  understand?” 

The  two  men  looked  full  at  each  other.  Bent  quailed 
before  the  old  detective’s  gaze. 

Each  understood  the  other. 


Old  King  Brady  knew  that  this  man  was  the  murderer. 

4 

Bent  knew  that  here  was  a  sworn  foe.  He  could  read 
the  handwriting  of  fate  on  the  wall. 

“I  don’t  believe  you  an’  I  are  goin’  to  hitch,”  said  Bent, 
coldly. 

“Not  together,”  said  Old  Ivi$g  Brady.  “I  may  live  to 
see  you  hitched  to  the  limb  of  a  tree.” 

“Curse  ye  !  It’s  war  !” 

“lres,  if  you  wish.” 

“Will  ye  have  it  out  now  ?” 

“Any  time.” 

Bent  trembled  with  suppressed  rage  and  hate.  His  fin¬ 
gers  worked  convulsively. 

“What  do  ye  say  ?”  he  gritted. 

“Knives  or  pistols.  I  don’t  care  which.” 

“What’s  yer  game  here  ?” 

“Well,  I  don’t  mind  telling  you.  I've  heard  of  this  ’ere 
Dead-Shot  Gang,  and  I’m  bound  to  make  a  move  to  wipe  it 
out.” 

“You  ?” 

“Yes.” 

Bent  laughed  contemptuously. 

“Four  to  one,  an’  all  dead-shots.  Ye’re  likely  to  have  a 
winnin’  hand.” 

“I’m  kind  of  stuck  on  this  town,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“I  kind  of  think  I  „ean  straighten  things  out  here  and  make 
a  smart  place  of  it.  There’s  no  hope  for  it  so  long  as  a 
gang  of  pestilential  buzzards  like  you  infest  it.” 

-  “Thet’s  far  enough !”  gritted  Bent,  whipping  out  his 
bowie.  “Ybu’ve  got  to  fight.” 

“Do  you  mean  it?” 

“In  course  I  mean  it.  If  ye  squawk  now,  ye’d  better  git 
out.  It’s  knives  ter  settle  it.” 

“I  haven’t  got  a  knife.” 

The  crowd  was  intensely  excited.  They  surged  forward, 
all  eyes  fixed  on  the  two  men. 

“Let  ’em  settle  it !” 

“Fight  it  out !” 

“Go  fer  him,  Bent !” 

“C&rve  him  up,  tenderfoot !” 

Bent  brandished  his  bowie  in  a  way  that  showed  he  was 
familiar  with  its  use. 

Old  King  Brady  held  up  his  hand. 

“Make  it  pistols,”  he  said.  • 

“No,”  replied  Bent.  “It’s  my  choice.  I  told  ye,  ve’d 
squawk !” 

“Look  here !”  said  the  old  detective,  calmly.  “You’ve 
challenged  me.  The  choice  of  weapons  belongs  to  me.” 

“No,  ye  don’t,”  cried  Bent.  “Ye  insulted  me,  an’  that 
gives  me  the  choice.” 

“Not  by  the  code.” 

“Dang  the  code !  Will  ye  fight?  If  ye  don’t,  I’ll  cut  oft’ 
yer  ears.” 

“If  you’re  not  a  coward,  you’ll  agree  to  a  duel  with 
pistols  at  ten  paces.” 

The  crowd  gasped.  This  was  a  terrible  challenge.  It 
would  mean  death  to  both  men. 
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But  Bent  showed  his  cowardly  spirit.  He  believed  that 
he  had  the  advantage  with  the  bowie,  and  he  was  anxious  to 
distinguish  himself  before  the  crowd. 

Duels  with  the  bowie  were  popular  in  that  part  of  Idaho. 

The  shout  went  up : 

“Fight  it  out  with  the  knife.” 

“That’s  faij>!” 

“Cut  him  up,  Ike !” 

“I  told  ye  he  was  a  cantankerous  coward,”  yelled  Bent. 
“He  don’t  dare  ter  fight - ” 

The  words  were  hardly  out  of  his  mouth  when  the  old 
detective’s  right  hand  smote  him  across  the  face  like  the 
crack  of  a  whip. 

At  the  same  momerit  the  old  detective  grasped  his  wrist 
and  wrenched  the  big  bowie  from  him. 

Bent  was  hurled  to  the  floor  with  stunning  force.  The 
old  detective  took  the  knife  bv  the  point  and  flung  it  into 
the  ceiling,  where  it  embedded  itself  some  inches  in  the 
rafters. 

“I  don't  need  any  knife  to  fight  a  dog  like  you,”  roared 
the  old  detective.  “You  dirty  whelp  !  Now,  will  you  beg?” 

The  crowd  roared  with  excitement.  Bent  regained  his 
feet.  He  glared  at  the  detective  furiously. 

“Ye  took  me  unawares,”  he  howled.  “I’ll  fight  ye  with 
knives  to  the  death.” 

“I  tell  you  I  haven’t  got  a  knife,”  Replied  the  old  de¬ 
tective.  “I  don’t  go  around  stabbing  people  in  the  back 
after  dark.” 

A  great  shout  went  up  from  the  crowd. 

“Let  ’em  fight  it  out !  He  jumped  on  him  when  he  wasn’t 
ready  !  It  was  no  fair  shake  !” 

Old  King  Brady  saw  the  sentiment  at  once. 

Harry  said  in  a  low  voice : 

“I  guess  we’ve  got  to  use  our  pop-guns,  partner.” 

“No,”  said  the  old  detective.  “Let  him  have  his  knife. 
I’ll  meet  him.” 

“Don’t  say  that !  Let  me  fight  him  !” 

“Easy !”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We’re  playing  a  hard 
game.  It’s  my  chance.” 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  DUEL. 

The  crowd  seemed  to  be  with  Bent.  Old  King  Brady 
found  out  afterward  that  this  was  because  his  pals  were 
doing  the  shouting. 

Now,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  the  old  detective  was  a  master 
of  the  short  sword  and  dagger  play,  having  learned  it 
abroad. 

But  he  had  been  playing  a  bluff  hand  from  the  first. 

It  was  his  purpose  to  draw  his  man  out. 

He  had  done  so. 

Now  he  was  in  just  the  position  he  desired.  He  had  no 
doubt  of  his  ability  to  defeat  Bent. 


And  the  moral  effect  it  would  have  would  do  much  to 
aid  him  in  his  work  in  Golden  City. 

“He’s  a  dirty  coward,”  yelled  Bent.  “He's  a  cussed  Yan¬ 
kee  an'  fights  with  his  fists.  I'll  cut  his  ears  off.” 

“Hold  on !”  cried  the  old  detective,  in  a  voice  of  thunder. 

Silence  fell  upon  the  room. 

“You  have  challenged  me  to  a  duel  with  the  bowie,”  said 
the  old  detective. 

“Yas,”  growled  Bent. 

“I  accept  the  challenge  if  some  one  in  the  room  will  lend 
me  a  bowie.” 

A  dozen  men  eagerly  offered  their  knives.  Old  King 
Brady  selected  one. 

Bent  secured  his  from  the  ceiling.  Then  arrangements 
for  the  duel  were  made. 

Harry  was  Old  King  Brady's  second.  A  ruffian  named 
Jake  Favor  was  selected  by  Bent. 

Then  all  adjourned  to  a  spot  just  outside  the  hotel,  and 
near  a  tall  pine. 

Here  the  moonlight  made  all  as  plain  as  day.  Bent 
stripped  to  the  waist  and  Old  King  Brady  did  the  same. 

The  two  men  faced  each  other.  Harry  was  in  an  agony 
of  nervous  dread. 

“Look  out  for  an  upward  pass,”  he  whispered.  “I  think 
that  is  his  game.” 

“Don’t  fear,  my  boy,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  quietly. 
“I  will  handle  him  all  right.” 

The  t\vo  men  walked  forward  and  crossed  the  knivlee: 

They  flashed  aloft  in  the  moonlight.  Down  they  came  in 
a  terrific  parry. 

Pass  and  thrust,  and  parry  followed  ini  quick  order. 
Bent  made  every  effort  to  get  under  the  detective's  guard. 

An  upward  pass  into  his  foe’s  bowels  or  stomach  and  the 
fight  would  be  over.  Nothing  is  so  difficult  to  parry. 

But  Old  King  Brady  always  stepped  back  far  enough  to 
miss  the  blade. 

Once  it  slit  his  waistcoat  and  brought  a  gasp  from  the 
crowd  and  a  shiver  from  Harry. 

But  in  that  same  moment  the  old  detective’s  blade  de¬ 
scribed  a  parabola  about  the  head  and  face  of  his  opponent. 

A  howl  of  pain  escaped  Bent.  Some  object  was  flung 
from  the  detective’s  knife  blade.  Blood  surged  down  the 
villain’s  neck. 

The  left  ear  had  been  sliced  off  as  snug  and  clean  as  if 
done  with  a  razor. 

A  roar  went  up  from  the  crowd. 

Harry  drew  a  breath  of  relief.  He  no  longer  had  fear  for 
the  result. 

He  saw  that  Old  King  Brady  had  no  idea  of  killing  his 
foe.  He  meant  to  mark  him,  though. 

Smarting  with  the  awful  pain  and  faint  with  the  loss 
of  blood,  Bent  was  less  aggressive  and  more  on  the  de¬ 
fense. 

He  began  to  slip  back,  making  weak  efforts  to  get  under 
his  opponent's  guard. 

Suddenly  he  slipped  and  fell.  Old  King  Bradv  bent  over 
him.  | 
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The  crowd  looked  for  the  death  stroke,  but  the  old  de¬ 
tective  said : 

“Give  me  that  knife,  Bent.  Admit  that  you're  beaten, 
or  die.”  - 

The  cowardly  ruffian  took  the  life  offered  him.  He  threw 
doA  n  his  knife. 

“1  cave,"  he  whined.'  “You’ve  got  the  best  of  me.” 

Old  King  Brady  took  the  villain's  bowie  and  wiped  it  on 
the  moonlit  sward. 

Then  he  pressed  the  blade  on  a  stone  and  snapped  it.  He 
threw  tjie  pieces  far  away. 

“That  will  never  be  used  against  honest  men  again,”  he 
said.  “Now,  my  friends,  let's  go  back  to  the  hotel  and 
have  another  drink.” 

All  through  the  duel  scene  the  crowd  had  remained 
silent. 

Not  one  among  them  had  even  dreamed  that  the  tender¬ 
foot  stranger  would  win  the  fight. 

There  was  a  great  revulsion  of  sentiment. 

A  hoarse  murmur  went  up. 

“Hooray  fer  the  tenderfoot !” 

“Three  cheers  fer  the  new  ruler !” 

But  Old  King  Brady  turned  upon-  them  almost  fiercely. 

“Hold  on  !”  he  shouted.  “I  won’t  have  that.  I’m  not  the 
new  ruler,  nor  do  I  intend  that  any  other  man  shall  rule 
in  this  towm.  Every  man  his  own  boss.  One  man  has  just 
as  many  rights  as  another.  That’s  wffiat  I  stand  for.” 

There  was  a  dead  silence. 

The  denizens  of  Golden  City,  so  long  used  to  “bad-man” 
rule,  were  puzzled  and  uncertain. 

A  tall  Mexican,  with  strange,  dark  eyes  and  villainous 
manner,  stepped  forward. 

“Pardon,  Senor,”  he  said,  with  the  polite  grace  of  a 
Spaniard.  “But  you  must  not  forget  that  where  there  are 
communities,  there  must  be  leaders.” 

The  old  detective  saw  that  here  was  a  man  of  education 
and  refinement.  He  spoke  with  ease  and  perfect  command 
of  words. 

But  he  also  saw  in  him  the  most  dangerous  type  of 
villain  that  could  be  found. 

Old  King  Brady  bowed. 

“Such  leaders  must  be  the  choice  of  the  people,”  he  re¬ 
plied  ;  “not  self-established  tyrants  and  murderers.” 

The  Mexican  showed  his  teeth  in  a  dazzling  smile. 

“That*  is  what  you  call  civilization,”  he  said.  “But 
Senor  must  remember  that  we  are  barbarians.” 

“Then  you  need  an  application  of  the  civilizing  in¬ 
fluence.” 

“Ah,  then  senor  is  here  for  that  purpose  !” 

“Not  exactly.  But  while  here  I’ll  do  all  in  my  power  to 

establish  it.” 

Again  the  Mexican  smiled. 

“Senor  is  blind.  He  does  not  see  that  in  forcing  a  rule 
upon  this  community  which  is  unknown  and  distasteful,  he 

is  himself  playing  the'tyrant.” 

“You  are  wrong,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  I  seek  to  es¬ 
tablish  no  rule.  1  -imply  am  a  champion  of  fair  play  and] 


equal  rights,  and  1  am  the  enemy  of  the  dead-shot  ruffian 
who  goes  about  taking  the  lives  of  innocent  men  and  with 
immunity  from  justice.  No  honest  man’s  life  is  safe  here.” 

“That  is  the  consequence  of  the  commingling  of  so  many 
classes  and  nationalities  in  a  lawless  region.” 

“Yet,  there  must  be  law  and  order.  I  stand  for  that.” 

“So  you  declare  war  on  the  Dead-Shot  Gang  ?” 

“I  do.” 

“My  name  is  Miguel  Medina,”  said  the  Mexican,  with  a 
sweeping  bow.  “I  am  one  of  that  gang,  and  I  await  the 
senor's  service.” 

“Oh,  you  want  to  fight  ?” 

“This  is  not  the  time  or  place.  But  forget  no<t,  senor,  you 
are  on  dangerous  ground.  The  rule  of  the  Dead-Shot 
Gang  cannot  be  broken  in  Golden  City.  If  you -are  wise, 
you  will  profit  by  the  hint  and  leave  at  once.” 

Miguel  Medina  stepped  back  and  disappeared  in  the 
crowd. 

Old  King  Brady  laughed  in  a  contemptuous  way. 

Then  he  shouted : 

“Here’s  defiance  to  the  Dead-Shot  Gang.  All  back  to 
the  hotel  and  drinks  for  the  crowd.” 

There  was  a  faint  cheer. 

The  old  detective  knew  that  secretlv  the  miners  were  all 

%/ 

with  him. 

But  they  were  thoroughly  terrorized  by  the  Dead-Shot 
Gang. 

However,  the  crowd  went  back  to  the  hotel,  and  Old  King 
Brady  treated  them  again. 

Then  the  Bradys  withdrew  to  a  corner  of  the  barroom 
for  a  consultation. 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  have  opened  the  ball, 
Harry.” 

“Whew !  I  should  say  so.  This  is  a  regular  hornet’s 
nest.” 

“That  is  true.” 

“I  trembled  for  you  in  that  bowie  knife  duel.” 

“Bah !  He  did  not  know  how  to  use  a  knife.” 

“He  must  be  feeling  pretty  sore.” 

“Indeed,  yes.” 

“Let  me  see  !  We  have  got  a  good  line  on  the  gang  now.” 

“Yes.” 

“Bent  is  the  leader.  Flash  Pete  is  a  member.  Miguel 
Medina  is  another,  and  that  Jake  Favor  is  a  fourth.  Doubt¬ 
less  there  are  others.” 

“Very  true.  Well,  we  can  hold  them,  I  guess.” 

“I  don’t  know.  The  odds  are  a  bit  heavy.” 

“We  can  only  overcome  that  with  strategy.” 

“Just  so.  In  the  meantime,  shall  we  look  up  this  man, 
Dudley  Dean  ?” 

“There  is  a  point.  Doubtless  he  is  living  here  under 
an  assumed  name.  How  to  locate  him  is  the  question.  We 
have  only  a  vague  description  of  him.” 

“Yes.” 

“The  fact  yet  remains  to  be  established  whether  he  is  in 
league  with  the  gang  or  not.” 
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“And  whether  he  was  an  accomplice  of  Bent  in  the  Foss 
murder  or  a  victim.” 

“Tha,t  is  it.” 

“We  are  sure  that  Bent  is  the  guilty  man.” 

“Yes.” 

“But  we  must  have  evidence  to  convict.  Now,  for  the 
present,  we  can  do  no  better  than  drop  out  of  sight  for  a 
*  day  or  two.” 


CHAPTER  VI. 

IN  DISGUISE. 

“fih?”  exclaimed  Harry.  “Drop  out  of  sight,  did  you 


“Well,  where  shall  we  go?” 

“Stay  right  here.” 

This  anomalous  statement  for  a  moment  puzzled  the 
vounff  detective.  Then  he  exclaimed : 

V  O 

“Oh,  I  see  !  Drop  into  disguise.” 

“Just  so.” 

“That  is  capital.  We  can  work  to  great  advantage.” 

“So  we  can.”  ^ 

“Of  course,  we  would  be  in  great  danger  to  live  here 
openly  for  awhile.  We  would  almost  surely  get  a  bullet 
in  the  dark.” 

“  Yes,  that  gang  are  capable  of  almost  anything.” 

“So  they  are.” 

The  plan  of  the  detectives  certainly  seemed  the  wisest  and 
most  feasible. 

They  at  once  adopted  it. 

Old  King  Brady  went  upstairs  and  secured  some  ma- 
■  terials,  from  which  he  constructed  a  placard  and  placed  it 
on  the  door  of  the  room. 

“To  Inquiring  Friends:  We  are  out  of  town  for  a  day 
or  two.  Kindly  wait  for  our  return.” 

Then  the  detectives  perfected  their  make-ups. 

They  were  skilful  beyond  expression. 

Old  King  Brady  made  up  as  a  stoop-shouldered  Indian 
half-breed,  staining  his  face  a  dirty  brown. 

He  adopted  the  name  of  “Wapsie  Joe.” 

Harry  became  a  Mexican  cowboy,  Jose  Sebastian.  The 
outfits  had  been  secured  by  the  Bradys  in  Denver. 

The  wilds  of  Idaho  never  produced  two  more  typical 
characters  than  Wapsie  Joe  and  Jose  Sebastian. 

They  slipped  unnoticed  out  of  the  hotel  by  a  rear  way. 

In  the  darkness  they  made  their  way  to  a  retired  spot  in 
the  bills  and  camped  for  the  night. 

The  next  morning  they  leisurely  walked  down  into 
Golden  City.  * 

They  attracted  scarcely  any  attention. 

There  were  so  many  of  their  stamp  hanging  about  the 
place  that  this  was  not  strange. 

When  they  entered  the  hotel,  they  saw  excited  knots  of 
men  on  all  sides. 

\ 


The  one  topic  of  conversation  was  the  bowie  knife  duel 
of  the  night  before,  and  the  mystery  of  the  two  men  from 
the  blast. 

“1  reckin  they  know  whar  their  bread  is  buttered,”*  said 
a  weazen-faced  miner.  “They’ve  got  out  of  here  in  good 
season.”  f 

“You  bet !”  -  1 

“If  they  bed  stayed  the  gang  would  have  winged  'em.” 

“That’s  what.” 

The  Bradys  looked  at  each  other  and  smiled.  Just  then 
there  was  a  clatter  of  hoofs  outside  and  a  great  uproar. 

A  miner  sprang  into  the  place. 

“Come  on,  citizens !”  he  cried.  “Them  champion  rastlers 
from  Beaver  Run  liev  come  to  town  an’  they  hev  a  chal- 
lenge  out  fer  ther  best  rastlers  in  Golden  'City.” 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  the  excitement  created 
was  most  intense. 

The  whole  town  was  soon  in  an  uproar. 

A  party  of  a  dozen  husky  rustlers  from  a  distant  camp 
had  come  into  town  on  their  ponies. 

A  challenge  had  been  sent  them  to  meet  the  best  men  of 
Golden  City  in  a  wrestling  and  boxing  contest. 

There  was  a  lively  welcome  given  the  Beaver  Run  athletes. 

They  were  at  once  carried  to  the  bar  for  drinks,  and  then 
Ike  Bent  appeared  on  the  scene. 

He  at  once  took  charge  of  the  programme. 

During  the  morning  preparations  were  made  for  the 
event.  The  Golden  City  people  entered  a  rude  amphitheatre 
in  the  centre  of  the  town,  where  all  could  gather  and  wit¬ 
ness  the  bouts. 

There  wras  a  large  ring  very  securely  roped  off  for  the 
wrestling  and  boxing. 

Big  Ike  had  charge  of  all  arrangements  and  proved  a 
good  manager. 

The  Golden  City  men  were  selected  to  meet  the  Beaver  1 
Run  champions  according  to  their  known  abilities. 

Bent  was  a  wrestler  and  a  boxer  himself,  indeed,  was  rec¬ 
koned  the  champion  slugger  of  the  place. 

So  he  was  entered  as  the  one  to  meet  the  final  winner. 

The  Bradys,  it  is  hardly  necessary  to  say,  were  deeply  in¬ 
terested. 

They  watched  the  progress  of  events  very  closely. 

Flash  Pete  and  the  other  members  of  the  Dead-Shot  Gang 
were  also  present. 

At  three  o'clock  all  was  ready. 

The  enclosure  was  packed  with  the  excited  denizens  of 
Golden  City.  | 

Betting  on  the  result  was  prolific.  The  miners  wagered 
even  the  shirts  on  their  backs. 

Finally  the  first  contest  was  announced. 

It  was  to  be  a  wrestling  contest  between  Bill  Palmer,  of 
Golden  City  and  Jack  Mason,  of  Beaver  Run. 

Both  were  stout  specimens  of  manhood,  with  the  neces¬ 


sary  back  and  shoulder  muscles  to  make  good  wrestlers. 
There  was  little  attention  paid  to  rules. 

It  was  catch-as-catch-can  and  no  holds  barred.  Any  strat¬ 
agem  was  legal. 
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The  two  men  came  together  like  young  bulls. 

They  closed  and  began  a  long,  sanguinary  struggle.  Once 
Mason  got  a  grapevine,  but  Palmer  broke  it  and  got  a  half- 
Nelson. 

It  looked  for  a  time  as  if  Palmer  would  win. 

But  suddenly  his  long,  sinewy  arm  slipped.  Like  a  snake 
the  Beaver  Run  man’s  arm  went  up  across  his  chest  and 
locked  over  the  shoulder  and  across  the  others  throat. 

‘‘Strangle  hold  !”  yelled  the  crowd. 

It  did  the  business. 

Choked  half  into  insensibility,  Palmer’s  muscular  frame 
slowly  gave  way. 

Down  he  went  with  a  crash,  and  was  pinned  to  the 
ground  by  his  more  tricky  opponent.  Mason  was  declared 
the  winner. 

A  great  yell  of  triumph  and  delight  went  up  from  the 
Beaver  Bun  men. 

The  Golden  City  crowd  were  much  discomfited.  They 
were  obliged  to  pay  some  heavy  bets. 

Palmer  was  furious  and  wanted  another  try> 

But  the  yules  forbade  this,  and  he  w^s  obliged  to  retire 
a  defeated  inan.  The  Golden  City  athletes  had  lost  the  first 
point. 

The  next  contest  was  one  of  skill  with  the  gloves. 

A  Beaver  Run  boxer  named  Glendon  came  into  the  ring 
and  challenged  the  best  man  in  Golden  City. 

It  was  Jake  Favor  who  now  answered  this. 

He  came  forward  and  accepted  the  challenge.  The  Gold¬ 
en  City  people  yelled. 

Glendon  wras  rather  a  light-built  man,  with  a  quick,  nerv¬ 
ous  manner.  But  he  was  extremely  sinewy.  % 

Favor  was  a  short,  thick-set  fellow,  with  square  shoulders, 
enormous  breadth  of  chest  and  heavy  fists. 

At  a  glance  one  would  have  reckoned  him  easily  the  best 
man  of  the  twTo. 

But  a  close  observer  would  have  noted  many  points  in 
favor  of  the  other  man. 

Glendon  was  lightning  quick,  and  could  strike  a  hard 
blow.  Favor  was  an  ox  on  a  steady  test  of  strength,  but 
slow  and  muscle  bound. 

Old  King  Brady  whispered  to  Harry : 

“It  is  two  to  one  the  little  fellow  will  eat  him*up.” 

“So  I  think,”  agreed  the  young  detective  “Unless  they 
come  to  close  quarters.” 

“That  will  never  happen.” 

The  seconds  selected  for  the  two  boxers  quickly  made  ar¬ 
rangements.  Bent  was  named  as  referee. 

The  men  stripped  to  the  waist,  and  came  up  for  the  first 

round. 

“Give  him  a  knockout,  Glendon  !” 

“Uppercut  him,  Jake!” 

“Don’t  wait  too  long !” 

The  two  men  fiddled  a  moment,  and  then  Glendon  led 
for  Favor’s  nose.  A  quick,  sharp  blow  brought  the  blood 

from  it  #  ' 

With  a  mad  cry  Favor  rushed.  He  made  wild  swings  at 

t  L 
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Any  one  of  these  might  have  put  Glendon  down  and  out. 

But  they  never  reached  him.  With  the  greatest  of  ease 
he  stepped  back  out  of  reach,  while  he  shot  in  a  number  of 
stinging  blows,  which  found  their  mark  every  time.  Favor 
began  to  bleed  copiously.  ^ 

The 'crowd  was  insane  with  excitement.  It  was  with  dif¬ 
ficulty  that  the  lawless  element  were  kept  from  breaking 
into  the  ring. 

Four  fast  rounds  were  fought.  Favor  was  gasping  and 
weak  from  his  exertions. 

Glendon  was  cool  and  calm,  and  completely  unruffled.  He 
even  smiled  as  he  went  to  his  corner. 

When  the  men  were  called  up  for  the  fifth  round,  Glen¬ 
don,  for  the  first  time,  took  the  aggressive. 

He  rushed  the  fighting  at  all  stages  and  set  so  hot  a  pace 
that  he  soon  had  Favor  helpless. 

A  knockout  would  have  surely  followed,  but  Favor’s  sec¬ 
onds  threw  up  the  sponge.  The  battle  was  over. 

Golden  City  was  disgruntled.  The  Beaver  Run  people 
were  elated.  The  seconds  of  Glendon  issued  a  challenge  to 
any  man  in  Golden  City. 

Harry  turned  to  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  believe  here  is  a  chance  to  gain  a  point,”  he  said.  “I 
am  going  to  take  that  challenge.” 

The  old  detective  hesitated.  Then  he  saw  the  point. 

“You  are  right,”  he  agreed.  “lrou  ought  to  outpoint  him 
easily,  Harry.  Don’t  let  him  thrash  you.” 

“He  shall  if  he  can,”  laughed  the  young  detective.  “I  am 
by  no  means  sure.” 

Then  he  leaped  into  the  ring. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  WRESTLING  MATCH. 

! 

As  Jose  Sebastian,  the  Mexican  cowboy,  Young  King 
Brady  astonished  the  crowd  by  leaping  into  the  ring. 

The  Mexicans  were  known  to  be  singularly  deficient  in 
their  knowledge  of  the  manly  art. 

So  the  crowd  yelled : 

“Look  at  the  Greaser !” 

“Put  him  up  for  a  target !” 

“He’s  a  wonder !” 

But,  for  all  this,  Harry  seemed  to  be  the  only  challenger. 

“Per  Dios !”  he  cried.  “You  men  of  Golden  City  make 
mock  of  me.  But  I  am  to  uphold  the  honor  of  the  town. 
If  I  win,  you  shall  not  laugh.” 

This  speech  made  a  furore.  The  din  was  deafening.  He 
was  cheered  and  then  jeered. 

But  the  seconds  arranged  for  the  fight. 

Glendon  grinned  as  he  saw  what  he  was  up  against. 

It  seemed  like  an  easy  victory,  and  he  flourished  his 
gloves  and  made  a  pass  at  Harry.  The  young  detective 
easily  turned  it  aside  and  retaliated  with  a  light  tap  on  the 
jaw. 
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Surprised  at  being  so  easily  reached,  Glendon  made  a 
couple  of  lightning  passes  for  Harry’s  head. 

But  the  young  detective  simply  moved  his  head  aside  and 
dodged  them.  Then  he  ran  in  to  close  quarters. 

The  infighting  was,  for  a  moment,  of  the  fiercest  and 
liveliest  description. 

But  Harry  came  out  unscathed,  while  Glendon  was 
groggy. 

“Hurrah  for  the  Greaser !” 

“The  cowboy  wins !” 

“Knock  him  out,  Mexico !” 

Maddened,  the  Beaver  Run  boxer  tried  to  crush  his  an¬ 
tagonist  with  the  fiercest  of  blows.  Harry  evaded  his  at¬ 
tack,  and  getting  an  opening,  whipped  a  terrific  uppercut 
to  the  jaw. 

Glendon  went  down  like  a  flash  and  was  counted  out. 

Harry  threw  down  his  gloves  and  modestly  sought  to  re¬ 
tire.  But  the  Golden  City  denizens  were  frantic,  and  fairly 
carried  him  on  their  shoulders  out  of  the  ring. 

But  Beaver  Run  yet  had  the  best  of  the  contest. 

They  had  won  two  points  to  the  one  of  Golden  City. 

Glendon  had  quickly  revived,  and  a  little  later  appeared 
at  Harry’s  side  in  the  crowd. 

He  held  out  his  hand. 

“I  say,  Greaser,  you  can  fight,”  he  said,  frankly.  “I  saw 
at  once  that  I  was  out  of  it.” 

“Indeed,  I  was  not  sure  of  the  contest  at  any  point,” 
said  Harry,  modestly. 

“To  tell  the  truth,”  said  Glendon,  in  a  low  tone.  “I  was 
so  sorry  to  be  knocked  out  so  early  in  the  game.” 

“Ah !”  said  Harry,  with  interest. 

“Yes.  I  wanted  to  stay  in  to  the  finish,  so  that  they 
would  put  that  Big  Ike  Bent  up  against  me.  I  have  a  grudge 
against  him.  I’ll  tell  you  about  it  later.” 

Glendon  dropped  out  of  sight  in  the  crowd.  But  his 
words  made  an  odd  impression  on  Harry. 

However,  Beaver  Run  now  put  a  new  champion  into  the 
ring. 

He  was  named  Dan  Peterson.  He  was  a  powerfully  built 
man,  but  the  Golden  City  crowd  jeered  him  on  account  of 
his  age  and  his  long  gray  whiskers. 

However,  Peterson  pulled  off  his  coat  and  challenged  the 
Golden  City  men. 

“Oh,  I've  rastled  a  bit  in  my  day,”  he  declared.  “Var- 
mount  has  turned  out  some  pooty  good  rastlers.  I  reckin 
1  kin  hold  my  own  if  I  am  old.” 

One  of  the  Golden  City  athletes  came  out  to  vanquish 
the  old  man. 

Peterson  downed  him  so  quick  that  the  crowd  were 
startled.  > 

Another  powerful  fellow  tried  the  old  Vermonter. 

He  was  pinned  to  the  ground  in  one  minute  and  forty 
seconds.  The  Golden  City  contingent  were  dazed. 

Beaver  lhin  was  now  a  point  ahead.  Peterson’s  friends 
wildly  cheered  him. 

’This  sort  of  thing  would  never  do,  so  the  Golden  City  men 
began  to  cast  about  lor  a  new  champion. 


There  seemed  no  one  but  Big  Ike  Bent. 

The  giant  ruler  of  Golden  City  came  stalking  into  the 
ring.  He  glared  at  Peterson. 

It  was  apparent  that  he  knew  the  Vermonter,  for  he  .-aid  : 

“Wall,  Peterson,  how’s  things  up  on  your  range?  Is  yor 
horned  stock  doin’  well?” 

“As  well  as  1  could  expect,  barrin’  cattle  thieves,”  said 
Paterson,  in  a  significant  way. 

“Ah !”  sneered  Bent.  “Ye  ain't  caught  the  chaps  thet 
put  a  second  brand  on  yer  steers?” 

“I  reckon  they  ain’t  far  away.” 

“Humph!  If  ye  can’t  rastle  any  better  than  ye  farm,  I 
reckon  I’ll  make  dough  out  of  ye.” 

“I’m  willin’  to  take  chances,”  said  the  Vermonter,  coolly. 

“So  ye’re  willin’  to  rastle  me?” 

“I  don’t  believe  ye’re  any  better  than  lots  of  others  I’ve 
met.” 

“Don’t  ye?"  said  Ike,  with  an  evil  glitter  of  the  eyes. 
“Wall,  maybe  ye’ll  change  yer  mind  in  a  minute  or  two.” 

“Mebbe  I  will,  but  I  don’t  believe  it.” 

The  two  men  f<iced  each  other.  The  crowd  were  deeply 
interested.  There  was  a  dead  silence. 

The  Bradys  watched  the  affair  with  deep  interest. 

Suddenly  Harry  felt  a  touch  on  his  arm. 

“I  say,  Mexico,  I'll  lay  you  two  to  one  the  old  man  throws 
him.” 

Harry  looked  up  into  the  face  of  his  late  antagonist, 
Glendon.  The  latter  was  somewhat  excited. 

“Bent  is  a  big  man,”  he  said. 

“I  don’t  care  if  he  is,”  said  Glendon.  “The  old  man  will 
toss.him.  Will  you  take  me?” 

“I  don’t  care  to  bet.” 

“All  right.” 

Glendon  strode  away.  The  two  contestants  faced  each 
other  in  the  ring. 

The  detectives  now  saw  that  clouds  were  forming  on  the 
horizon  of  this  affair.  Flash  Pete,  Medina  and  Favor,  of 
the  Dead-Shot  Gang,  were  circulating  among  the  miners, 
and  once  Old  King  Brady  heard  the  words : 

“Win,  f^ir  or  foul.” 

“Harry,”  he  said,  in  an  undertone.  “There’s  going  to  be 
trouble.”  • 


“I  think  so.” 

“Mark  my  word,  there'll  be  shooting  here  in  a  jiffy  if 
Bent  don't  win  that  bout.” 

The  detectives  felt  sure  of  this.  They  had  no  desire  to 
get  into  the  mess,  so  they  drew  away  a  little  distance  and 
watched  proceedings. 

The  Beaver  Run  men  were  backing  Peterson  to  a  stand¬ 
still. 

The  Golden  (  ity  men,  with  the  advantage  of  being  on 
(heir  own  lioatlg  were  taking  the  odds  freely. 

Suddenly  the  Bradys  saw  Glendon  approaching  them. 
There  was  a  troubled  expression  on  his  face. 

“Gents,"  he  said.  “I  reckon  there’ll  be  fair  play?" 

We  have  no  voice  here,"  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  are 
outsiders." 
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Glendon  looked  surprised. 

"You  don't  belong  in  this  place?" 

AO. 

"I  wouldn't  have  fought  ye  if  I'd  known  that.” 

“Oh,  that's  all  right.  It  was  only  a  friendly  bout.” 

“As  far  as  I'm  concerned,  it  was,"  declared  Glendon. 

“The  same  here,”  said  Harry.  “But,  really,  I’m  afraid 
there  is  going  to  be  trouble  if  your  man  wins.” 

Glendon's  eyes  met  those  of  the  two  detectives. 

“There  you  are,"  he  said.  “I’ve  told  all  my  boys  the 
same  thing,  and  they  won’t  take  the  warning.” 

“I  think  we  will  keep  out  of  the  affair.” 

“Same  here,  only  I’ve  got  to  see  fair  play  for  Peterson. 
He  is  my  best  friend.  Ah,  if  they  dare  to  play  any  snide 
game  the  Beaver  Run  people  will  come  down  here  and  wipe 
Golden  City  off  the  earth.” 

“There  doesn’t  seem  to  be  the  very  best  of  feeling,”  said 

Harry. 

“Well,  you  bet  not !  The  Golden  City  people  are  ruled 
by  a  Dead-Shot  Gang.  In  Beaver  Run,  one  man  is  just  as 
good  as  another.  I  wouldn't  live  down  here.  But  I’m  down 
here  for  a  purpose.  I've  an  account  to  settle  with  Big  Ike.” 

“Has  he  done  you  harm  ?” 

Glendon  looked  searchingly  at  the  Bradys. 

“I  duhno,”  he  said,  “but  there’s  something  about  you  peo¬ 
ple  makes  me  think  I  could  trust  you.  Dang  it !  Ye  look 
honest.” 

Both  detectives  smiled. 

“Well,. we  are  honest  men  as  far  as  can  be,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “You  need  not  fear  to  trust  us.” 

A  curious  light  shone  in  the  other's  eyes. 

“I  can’t  make  ye  out,”  he  said.  “Half-breeds  and  Mexi¬ 
cans  don’t  use  such  good  language.” 

The  detectives  shot  startled  glances  at  each  other. 

They  saw  at  once  that  Glendon  had  penetrated  their  dis¬ 
guise.  Had  others  done  the  same? 

“Look  here,  friend,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  sternly.  “It 
will  serve  you  nothing  to  misrepresent  us.  We  are  what  we 
seem.  Do  you  see  ?" 

Glendon  nodded  and  said : 

“I  understand.  Don’t  be  afraid  of  me.  I'm  a  little  on 
that  line  myself.” 

Glendon  spoke  significantly.  The  detectives  were  in¬ 
stant]  v  interested,  and  would  have  sought  an  explanation, 
but  at  that  moment  the  wrestling  contest  began. 

Big  Ike  got  the  grip  on  the  big  farmer,  and  for  a  moment 
seemed  to  have  the  advantage. 

The  Golden  City  contingent  yelled  with  hoarse  delight. 

They  felt  sure  of  victory.  But  the  next  moment  the 
tables  were  turned. 

Peterson  secured  a  hip  hold.  There  was  a  terrific  strain¬ 
ing  of  muscles,  and  Big  Ike  went  over  like  a  rock  from  a 

catapult. 

He  fell  flat  on  his  back,  and  Peterson  pinned  him  to  the 
ground.  Instantly  the  Golden  City  sharps  raised  a  great 

cry : 

“Foul !  Disqualify  him!  Give  the  match  to  Ike!” 


THE  DETECTIVES  MAKE  A  DISCOVERY. 

There  had  been  no  foul,  as  everybody  could  see. 

But  the  cry  had  been  raised  by  the  Dead-Shot  Gang  with 
a  purpose.  It  bore  fruit. 

Of  course,  the  Beaver  Run  men  protested.  They  de¬ 
manded  their  wagers,  and ‘were  refused. 

A  turbulent  scene  followed,  until  a  yell  went  up : 

“Clean  ’em  out !  Down  with  the  Beaver  Run  cheats  !” 

The  next  moment  pandemonium  reigned. 

Hot  blood  succeeded,  and  instantly  revolvers  were  drawn. 
A  Golden  City  man  fired  the  first  shot. 

It  was  the  signal  for  a  terrible  and  bloody  battle. 

Shots  flew  in  all  directions.  The  crowd  scattered. 

The  Beaver  Run  men  sought  the  shelter  of  a  gulch  near. 
The  Golden  City  men  fell  back  behind  their  cabins. 

The  fusilade  was  long  and  deadly.  Half  a  dozen  men 
lost  their  lives. 

Then  the  Beaver  Run  men  were  driven  back  into  the  hills. 
The  detectives  tried  to  keep  aloof,  but  were  forced  to  fall 
back  themselves  into  a  clump  of  pines  far  up  on  the  moun¬ 
tain. 

Peterson  had  stood  in  the  greatest  peril  when  the  trouble 
began. 

Some  of  the  crazed  miners  tried  to  get  at  him.  But  he 
was  able  to  slip  out  of  the  ring  and  was  met  by  Glendon. 

They  overtook  the  Bradys,  who  were  also  fleeing  from  the 
scene. 

So  it  happened  that  all  four  were  in  the  shelter  of  the 
pines  when  the  wave  of  battle  diverged  and  went  off  at  right 
angles,  leaving  them  safe. 

“Well,  Oscar,”  said  Peterson,  with  his  Yankee  drawl. 
“I  tossed  Big  Ike  easy  enough.” 

“You’re  right,  Dan,”  cried  Glendon.  “I  wish  I  had  been 
the  one  to  do  it.” 

“You’ll  git  under  him  some  day.” 

“You  bet  I  will.” 

“It  must  be  that  Bent  has  done  you  some  wrong,”  said 
Old  King  Brady. 

“The  worst  wrong  one  man  could  do  another,”  declared 
Glendon.  “I  told  ye  that  I  would  tell  ye  all  about  it.” 

“Oscar  has  a  right  to  kill  that  cuss  on  sight,”  said 
Peterson. 

“I  don’t  want  to  kill  him.  I  want  to  bring  him  to  the 
law  and  clear  my  own  good  name,”  said  Glendon. 

At  this  assertion,  the  two  detectives  were  startled. 

“Is  that  the  way  of  it  ?”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  “We 
know  of  such  a  charge  against  Bent.” 

Glendon  looked  up  sharply. 

“Ye  do?” 

“Yes.” 

“Who  was  the  victim?” 

“His  name  was  Dudley  Dean !” 

A  sharp  gasp  escaped  Glendon,  and  his  face  turned  dead- 
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ly  pale.  He  started  back,  and  his  hand  instinctively  sought 
his  revolver. 

“Eh?”  he  demanded,  fiercely.  “What  do  you  know  about 
Dudley  Dean?” 

“He  stands  accused  of  the  murder  of  a  man  named  Foss, 
his  employer  in  New  York  City,  some  time  ago.  ’ 

Glendon  trembled  like  an  aspen.  His  eyes  burned  like 
live  coals  as  he  faced  the  detectives. 

“Tell  me  who  you  are?”  he  said,  tensely,  “I’m  not  to  be 
fooled.  You  are  no  Mexican  nor  half-breed.  ’ 

“Well,  you  are  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  quietly. 
“We  are  nothing  of  the  kind.  We  are  New  YTork  detectives.” 

Glendon  drew  a  breath  like  a  drowning  man. 

“I  knew  it,”  he  declared.  “What  are  you  here  for  ?”  x 

“We  are  after  Dudley  Dean.” 

“Well,  you’ll  never  get  him  alive.  What  is  more,  he  is 
not  guilty  of  that  charge.” 

“The  evidence  is  against  him.” 

“That  may  be.  But  he  is 'innocent  just  the  same.” 

“Do  you  know  him?” 

“I  know  him  well.” 

Old  King  Brady  modulated  his  voice. 

“Look  here,  my  friend,”  he  said,  quietly.  “Don’t  make 
any  mistake.  We  are  just  men,  afid  travel  on  the  square. 
Neither  of  us  believes  Dudley  Dean  to  be  guilty.” 

Glendon’s  face  cleared  as  by  magic. 

“You  don’t  ?”  he  cried,  eagerly. 

“No,  we  do  not.  We  are  sure  that  Bent  is  the  murderer.” 

“Well,  you  are  right,”  cried  Glendon,  eagerly.  “That  is 
the  truth.  It  was  a  foul,  wrong.  Dean  was  held  a  prisoner 
while  that  fearful  thing  was  done,  and  things  so  arranged 
that  the  guilt  might  be  placed  on  him.” 

“If  Dean  was  innocent,  why  did  he  flee?” 

“That  is  easy  enough  to  see.  It  is  a  hard  thing  to  dis¬ 
prove.  He  might  have  been  convicted  and  hanged  before  the 
truth  came  out.  He  is  a  fugitive  seeking  the  proof  of  his 
own  innocence.” 

Old  King  Brady  held  out  his  hand. 

“Dean,”  he  said,  “I  know  you.  What  is  the  use  of  beat¬ 
ing  about  the  bush?  We  believe  you  innocent  and  we  are 
going  to  help  you  all  we  can  to  prove  it.” 

The  effect  of  this  upon  the  fugitive  from  justice  was 
powerful.  His  eyes  swam,  with  tears. 

“Ah !”  he  cried.  “I  am  sure  vou  arc  mv  friends.  Mr. 
Peterson,  here,  has  stood  by  me  faithfully.  I  have  been  long 
on  Ike  Bent’s  trail,  trying  to  get  a  chance  to  corner  him  and 
force  a  confession  from  him.  But  he  seems  to  outwit  me.” 

“He  shall  not  do  so  long.  We  are  with  you  to  the  end.” 

“And  you  will  not  put  me  under  arrest  ?” 

“Bv  no  means.  We  want  the  real  criminal.” 

“Oh,  you  will  get  your  reward,”  cried  Dean,  with  emotion. 
“But — you  have  not  given  me  your  names?” 

“Brady !” 

“What?  Are  you  the  two  Bradys,  New  York's  greatest 
detectives?” 

“Wo  are  very  humble  exponents  of  that  profession.” 

“I  have  known  of  your  fame  many  years.  So  I  am  to 


have  your  assistance.  Ah,  my  good  friend,  Peterson,  the 
future  looks  bright.” 

“By  gum!  1  hope  ye’ll  win  out,”  said  the  big  farmer. 
“I’ve  got  it  in  fer  Big  Ike’s  gang.  Them  rustlers  air  the 
ones  that  changed  the  brand  on  so  many  of  my  cattle  an’ 
run  ’em  off.” 

“Did  they  do  that  ?”  asked  Old  King  Brady,  with  interest. 

“Wall,  you  bet.” 

“We  will  break  up  that  gang  or  die,”  cried  Harry.  “Have 
you  good  men  in  Beaver  Run?” 

“Some  of  the  squarest  men  in  Idaho,”  declared  Peterson. 

“Then  I  would  suggest  that  we  go  thither  at  once  and  or¬ 
ganize  them.  We  must  make  common  cause  against  the 
Dead-Shot  Gang.” 

“That’s  what !”  9 

“There  are  good  men  in  Golden  City.  But  they  don’t 
dare  to  speak  their  minds.” 

“That’s  jest  it !” 

“Now,  if  we  can  lock  up  and  make  an  example  of  a  few 
of  the  Dead-Shot  Gang,  we  can  turn  the  tide.  Once  it  is 
turned,  Big  Ike’s  death  warrant  is  sealed." 

“All  I  want  from  him  is  my  vindication,”  cried  Dean. 

“And  you  shall  have  it,”  declared  Old  King  Brady.  “I 
think  we  understand  each  other.” 

“Yes.”  '  *  -  *  .  :  - 

“Very  good.  Now,  we  shall  be  pleased  to  accompany  you 
to  Beaver  Run  and  organize  a  powerful  body  of  men  to  go 
down  to  Golden  City.” 

“Hooray !”  cried  Peterson.  “My  bosses  an’  schooner  air 
up  in  Big  Cut.  We’ll  jest  soger  up  thar  and  hitch  up  an’ 
drive  home.” 

“We  came  down  on  wheels,”  explained  Dean.  “We  left 
the  outfit  up  in  the  Cut  for  safety.” 

“Capital !”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “How  far  is  it  to 
Beaver  Run?”  -  •  m 

“Twenty  miles.” 

“Then  we  ought  to  get  there  by  sunset  ?” 

“With  ease,”  declared  Dean.  “We  can  seem  to  do  no 
good  here.  Ah  !  do  you  see  that  ?” 

From  their  position  they  could  look  down  into  the  streets 
of  Golden  City. 

And  as  they  did  so,  they  saw  a  troop  of  mounted  men 
swing  out  from  behind  the  hotel.  Big  Ike  ro5e  at  their 
head.  \ 

“They’re  going  to  give  chase,”  declared  Peterson.  “Come 
on,  friends  !  Ther  sooner  we  git  under  way  the  better.” 

Peterson  led  the  wav. 

The  detectives  and  Dean  followed  him.  It, was  a  hard 
climb  over  the  mountain  side. 

But  finally  they  reached  the  little  pocket  in  the  hills 
where  the  farmer's  team  of  mules  was  corralled. 

It  did  not  take  long  to  hitch  them  up. 

Then  the  Bradys  and  Dean  crawled  into  the  big  schooner 
and  found  comfortable  seats  on  a  heap  of  blankets. 

Peterson  occupied  the  driver's  seat,  and  swinging  his 
whip,  sent  the  mule  team  ahead  at  full  speed. 

The  schooner  humped  and  rocked  over  the  rough  trail 
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Soon,  however,  they  reached  the  long  valley  between  the 
hills,  where  the  road  was  soft  and  smooth. 

For  a  couple  of  miles  they  kept  on  this. 

Suddenly  Peterson  raised  his  whip  and  began  frantically 
flogging  the  mules. 

“Thar's  the  pesky  varmints/’  he  yelled.  “They’re  cornin’ 
down  onto  us.” 

The  detectives  and  Dean  peered  under  the  flap  of  the 
schooner.  As  they  did  so  bullets  sang  through  the  top  of  the 

vehicle. 

It  required  but  a  glance  for  them  to  see  their  peril. 

A  body  of  horsemen  were  pouring  down  from  a  ridge  to 
intercept  them  on  the  trail. 

“It's  Big  Ike !”  gasped  Dean.  “He  has  cut  us  ofl !” 

“Not  if  we  kin  reach  the  Gap !”  cried  Peterson. 

Down  came  the  gang  of  outlaws. 

“It's  fight  or  die/’  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Get  your 
firearms  readv.” 

4/ 

x\  rifle  lay  in  the  bottom  of  the  wagon.  Old  King  Brady 
seized  this  and  Harry  and  Dean  drew  their  pistols. 

I 


CHAPTER  IX. 

FIGHTING  THE  RED  MEN. 

>  » 

On  rushed  the  schooner,  Peterson  fearlessly  laying  on 
the  whip. 

The  Dead-Shot  Gang  were  now  in  hailing  distance. 
“Ready !”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “If  they  try  to  stop  us, 
fire !” 

Big  Ike  pulled  up  his  horse.  He  seemed  to  give  orders 
to  his  men.  The  schooner  was  now  opposite  them. 

“Hold  on  thar,  Peterson !”  yelled  Big  Ike.  Up  went  the 
flap  of  the  schooner,  and  Old  and  Young  King  Brady 
opened  fire.  • 

It  was  the  best  move  the  fugitives  could  have  made. 

The  saddles  began  to  empty,  and  for  a  moment  Big  Ike’s 
party  was  thrown  into  confusion. 

Every  ^moment  the  schooner  drew  nearer  the  Gap. 

Big  Ike  was  furious. 

“After  ’em !”  he  yelled.  “Curse  ’em !  We  won’t  leave 
a  grease  spot  of  ’em !” 

The  outlaw  gang  closed  in  behind.  The  bullets  flew 

thick  and  fast.  * 

It  was  miraculous  that  none  in  the  schooner  were  hit. 
The  canvas  was  riddled.  Peterson’s  hat  was  shot  from  his 
head,  and  a  part  of  his  fringe  of  beard  shot  away. 

Harry  got  a  bullet  through  his  coat,  and  Dean  had  his 
pistol  shot  from  his  hand. 

But  the  fugitives  kept  up  such  an  accurate  fire  that  the 
pursuer-  were  soon  glad  to  drop  behind  out  of  range. 

“Hooray!”  yelled  Peterson.  “We’ve  licked  ’em  out  an’ 

OUt.”  x 

“IF*  our  victory,”  cried  Dean.  “I  tell  you,  they  got 

enough  that  time.” 


“We’ll  go  down  to  Beaver  Run  and  bring  up  a  gang  big 
enough  to  wipe  the  Dead-Shot  Gang  off  the  earth,”  de¬ 
clared  Peterson. 

The  walls  of  the  pass  now  loomed  up  near  at  hand. 

Once  safe  within  them,  they  might  bid  defiance  to  the  foe. 

But  just  then  Old  King  Brady’s  keen  eye  caught  sight 
of  an  object  in  the  mouth  of  the  pass. 

It  was  a  mere  black  speck,  but  a  closer  look  caused  the 
old  detective  to  give  an  exclamation. 

“On  my  word,”  he  muttered,  “it  is  a  man.” 

At  the  same  moment  other  figures  appeared,  all  mounted. 

“Hold  on !’’  cried  the  old  detective.  “Is  it  friend  or  foe 
ahead  of  us.” 

With  a  gasp  Peterson  pulled  up  the  mules. 

He  shaded  his  eyes  and  stared  at  the  distant  body  of 
horsemen.  Then  he  looked  anxiously  to  the  right  and  left. 

“Humph !”  he  muttered.  “That’s  bad.  We’re  trapped.” 

“What’s  that,  Dan  ?”  cried  Dean.  “What’s  the  matter  ?” 

The  farmer  jerked  his  thumb  in  the  direction  of  the  pass. 

“Matter  enough,”  he  growled.  / 

“Jupiter  !”  exclaimed  Dean.  “They’ve  headed  us  off.” 

“No,  they  hain’t,”  said  Peterson. 

“What?  Isn’t  that  part  of  the  Golden  City  gang  in  the 
pass  ?” 

“No,  sir.” 

“Who  are  they,  then  ?” 

“Injuns !” 

This  astonishing  statement  created  r,  sensation.  Dean 
and  the  detectives  looked  at  each  other. 

“Indians  ?” 

“Yas,  that’s  what.  An’  if  they  git  hold  of  us,  we’d  better 
be  in  ther  hands  of  Big  Ike.” 

“Heavens !”  ejaculated  Dean.  “I  have  heard  that  the 
Assiniboines  are  on  the  warpath.  We  are  between  two  fires.” 

“We  won’t  be  fer  long,”  said  Peterson. 

“What  do  you  mean  ?” 

“Why,  them  ere  Injuns  will  skeer  Big  Ike  an’  his  gang 
outen  their  senses.  They’ll  go  back  to  Golden  City  in  hot 
haste,  you  bet.” 

Looking  back,  it  was  seen  that  this  was  true.  • 

Big  Ike  and  his  men  were  in  hasty  retreat. 

“Well,”  said  Dean.  “What  are  we  going  to  do  ?” 

Farmer  Peterson  shaded  his  keen  eyes  with  his  hand. 

“Thar’s  two  dozen  of  ’em,”  he  said.  “They’ll  show  fight. 
Thar’s  no  way  but  to  hold  ’em  off." 

“Can  we  do  it  ?” 

“I  dunno.  We  kirn  try.” 

The  little  party  looked  to  their  firearms.  It  seemed  that 
a  fight  was  unavoidable. 

The  result  could  only  be  guessed.  To  retreat,  it  would 
be  necessary  to  leave  the  schooner  and  horses. 

And  to  do  this  would  be  to  abandon  the  citadel.  The 
schooner  furnished  to  some  extent  a  place  of  refuge  and 
safety. 

The  Indians  had  come  down  out  of  the  pass  in  a  spread¬ 
ing  line. 
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They  galloped  easily  over  the  level  space  and  seemed  to 
contemplate  surrounding  the  schooner. 

To  them  it  was  a  lawful  prize.  They  were  the  pirates 
of  the  plains. 

Our  adventurers  crouched  in  the  bottom  of  the  wagon  and 
waited. 

Cautiously  the  red  warriors  circled  about  the  schooner. 

They  kept  just  out  of  safe  range.  The  Indian  is  a  bush 
fighter  and  seldom  exposes  himself  in  the  open. 

“Consarn  ’em  !”  cried  Peterson.  “I  wish  they  would  come 
nearer,  so  that  I  could  get  a  line  on  ’em.” 

“I  think  I  can  pink  that  one  out  there/’  said  Dean. 

He  aimed  at  a  redskin  who  was  riding  in  a  circle  with  his 
leg  over  his  horse’s  flank  and  thus  keeping  out  of  sight. 

Dean  pulled  the  trigger. 

The  pony  leaped  in  the  air  and  fell,  carrying  the  rider 
down  under  him. 

It  was  a  good  shot. 

“I  thought  so,”  cried  Dean,  exultantly.  “They  forget  a 
Winchester  can  send  a  bullet  through  horse  and  all.” 

“That’s  all  right,”  declared  Old  King  Brady.  “I  only 
wish  we  had  another  rifle.” 

The  savages  themselves  now  opened  fire  on  the  schooner. 

While  no  harm  was  done  the  occupants  personally,  a  great 
misfortune  was  the  result,  for  both  mules  were  shot  dead. 

Peterson  was  furious. 

“Consarn  their  pesky  hides !”  he  gritted.  “I’ll  have  their 
hearts  fer  that.  They’ve  killed  my  best  pair  of  mules. 
Durn  me,  but  I  kain’t  see  what  they  made  Injuns  fer,  any¬ 
way.” 

The  others  laughed  at  this. 

Peterson  now  began  to  fire  at  the  Indians,  with  little  ef¬ 
fect,  however. 

After  a  long  while,  the  red  wretches  withdrew  to  a 
knoll  and  held  council. 

It  was  certain  that  they  did  not  dare  to  attack  the 
schooner  openly. 

They  realized  that  there  were  dead  shots  in  the*  vehicle 
and  that  to  charge  upon  them  would  mean  the  loss  of  many 
of  their  braves. 

The  d^y  was  drawing  to  a  close. 

It  was  the  same  old  Indian  trick  of  waiting  for  darkness. 

It  was  their  hope  to  accomplish  by  stealth  what  they  dared 
not  try  by  open  hand. 

So,  presently,  they  sent  up  a  defiant  war  whoop,  and  rode 
out  of  sight — behind  the  knoll. 

Our  adventurers  were  not  to  be  deceived,  however. 

They  knew  that  the  red  men  had  by  no  means  abandond 
the  game. 

It  was  only  a  subterfuge.  But  no  further  demonstration 
from  them  need  be  feared  while  daylight  lasted. 

j  o 

“Confound  it,”  growled  Peterson.  “We  are  going  to  have 
a  dirty  time  of  it  with  these  skunks.” 

“Is  there  no  plan  for  escape?”  asked  Harry. 

“Yes,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

The  others  looked  at  him. 

‘How?”  asked  Dean. 


The  old  detective  scanned  the  plain. 

“It  will  require  nerve  and  careful  work,”  he  said.  “But 
I  think  we  can  do  it.” 

“Ed  like  ter  know  how,”  said  Peterson,  roughly. 

“Well,  I’ll  show  you.  Do  you  notice  that  ten  yards  from 
our  trail  there  is  a  sort  of  furrow  or  deep  depression,  which 
extends  clear  to  the  banks  of  that  creek  yonder?” 

“Yas/’ 

“Well,  that’s  a  buffalo  wallow.” 

“That’s  right.” 

“When  buffalos  were  plenty  hereabout,  they  made  that 
depressed  path  going  to  water.” 

“That’s  right,”  declared  Peterson.  “But,  what  has  that 
got  to  do  with  our  escape  ?” 

“That  is  what  I  am  about  to  tell  you.  If  we  can  manage 
to  reach  that  depression  we  might  lie  concealed  in  it.” 

“Well  ?” 

“By  careful  work  we  ought  to  crawl  down  as  far  as  the 
creek.  In  the  shadows  of  the  evening  we  could  slip  down 
in  the  water  and  make  our  way  down  stream  for  some  way 
by  swimming.” 

There  was  a  moment  of  silence. 

Peterson  studied  the  distant  depression  for  a  few  mo¬ 
ments.  Then  he  said : 

“Ye’re  right.  They  can’t  see  into  that  wallow  from  any 
direction.  We  kin  certainly  do  it.” 

At  once,  hope  seized  upon  all.  Very  carefully  calcula¬ 
tions  were  made. 

There  was  much  to  consider. 

The  creek  ran  north  and  entered  a  pass  in  the  hills.  The 
savages  were  on  the  south  side. 

It  was  hardly  likely  that  they  would  try  to  encompass 
the  fugitives  until  they  could  safely  do  so  after  dark. 

The  chief  danger  was  in  getting  to  the  wallow.  But  this 
might  be  done  by  using  the  schooner  as  a  screen. 

“We  can  get  under  ther  schooner  an’  push  it  along  as  far 
as  the  wallow,”  said  Peterson.  “Then  it  oughter  be  dead 
easy.” 

“Right !”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “That  is  our  best  plan.” 

A  board  was  knocked  out  of  the  wagon  floor,  and  the 
fugitives  dropped  down  under  the  wagon. 


CHAPTER  X. 

OUT  OF  THE  JAWS  OF  DEATH. 

Nothing  could  be  seen  of  the  savages. 

But  that  lynx  eyes  were  constantly  fixed  on  the  vehicle 
the  party  did  not  doubt. 

So  they  moved  with  caution. 

The  running  gear  of  the  wagon  screened  them  some¬ 
what.  Lying  flat,  Peterson  crept  forward  and  cut  the  har¬ 
ness  of  the  dead  mules. 

The  wagon  was  now  ready  to  be  moved. 

Applying  their  strength  to  the  wheels,  the  adventurers 
pushed  the  wagon  back. 
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This  movement  at  once  attracted  the  attention  of  the 
savages. 

c 

Some  of  them  appeared  on  the  knoll  and  a  few  shots  were 

tired. 

But  they  were  answered  so  hotly  that  they  again  retired. 
The  wagon  was  heavy,  and  was  moved  but  slowly. 

But  after  awhile  it  was  pushed  up  to  the  depression.  Then 
the  fugitives  lay  down  and  rested. 

Gradually  the  dusk  of  evening  crept  over  the  country. 
Soon  the  knoll  was  indistinct. 

And  yet,  for  all  sight  or  sound,  not  an  Indian  might  be 
within  many  miles. 

There  was  no  desire  to  make  a  false  move. 

So  they  waited  until  perfectly  sure  that  the  coast  was 

clear. 

Then  Peterson  crawled  snake-like  into  the  wallow. 

He  crept  away  in  the  gloom.  In  a  moment  Old  King 
Brady  followed  him. 

Harry  went  next,  and  Dean  last.  Slowly  they  crept  on 
through  the  deep  wallow. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  swish  of  waters  was  heard. 
They  were  nearing  the  creek. 

And  then  the  dull  patter  of  hoofs  was  heard  far  to  the 
north.  It  was  plain  that  part  of  the  savages  were  circling 
in  that  direction  to  surround  them. 

“That’s  all  right,”  whispered  Old  King  Brady.  “We’ll 
break  through  their  line  easy  enough,  without  their  being 
aware  of  it.” 

Without  fear  now  they  crept  on  until  the  wallow  ended  at 
the  creek. 

The  banks  were  high,  and  in  many  places  screened  by 
high  alder  bushes. 

Slipping  into  the  water,  which  was  up  to  their  armpits, 
one  after  another,  they  slowly  felt  their  way  along  under 
the  overhanging  bank. 

It  was  slow  work. 

But  they  knew  that  freedom  was  at  the  end  of  it. 

So  they  kept  on. 

It  seemed  hours  that  they  were  in  the  chill  waters  of 
the  creek.  In  reality,  it  was  not  more  than  one  hour. 

But  they  had  crept  almost  to  the  base  of  the  hills.  The 
creek  entered  a  gorge. 

Then  suddenly  all  crouched  under  a  high  bank.  The 
thud  of  horses’  feet  came  to  their  ears. 

The  next  moment,  outlined  against  the  sky  on  the  op¬ 
posite  bank,  they  saw  a  number  of  Indian  ponies. 

They  were  slowly  passing.  In  a  few  moments  they  were 

l  gone. 

“Hooray!”  whispered  Peterson.  “We’ve  got  ’em  beat. 
We’re  beyond  their  line.” 

“That  is  true !”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “Now,  let  us 

rT  -eek  hiding  in  the  hills.” 

In  a  few  moments  they  were  climbing  the  rough  walls  of 

the  pass. 

They  were  safe. 

A  dismayed  whoop  from  the  plain  below  told  of  the  rage 
.,')<)  discomfiture  of  the  baffled  red-kins. 


17, 


“All  right,  Injuns,”  cried  Peterson.  “We’ve  give  ye  the 
slip,  and  we're  mighty  glad  of  it.” 

“Now  for  Beaver  Bun,”  cried  Dean. 

“And  the  Vigilants.” 

“Yes.” 

“We  will  see  what  can  be  done  with  the  Dead-Shot  Gang.” 

For  hours  they  pushed  on  over  a  mountain  trail. 

When  daybreak  came  they  were  threading  the  dark  re¬ 
cesses  of  a  mighty  forest  of  pine. 

Emerging  from  this  they  beheld  a  long,  fertile,  green 
valley. 

Here,  the  Beaver  Bun  settlers  had  fine  farms  and  herded 
stock.  There  were  few  miners  in  Beaver  Ban. 

It  was  in  the  main  a  law-abiding  place  and  quite  in 
contrast  with  Golden  City. 

The  fugitives  made  their  way  down  into  the  little  town. 

Many  of  the  party  of  athletes  were  also  returning  from 
Golden  City.  There  was  a  great  crowd  in  the  streets  of  the 
town. 

The  reports  from  Golden  City  had  greatly  excited  the 
people. 

The  Beaver  Bun  farmers  were  very  angry  at  the  treat¬ 
ment  their  men  had  received. 

The  feeling  against  Big  Ike  and  his  crew  was  very  bitter. 

Peterson  took  the  stump  and  harangued  his  fellow  towns¬ 
men.  The  Bradys  listened  with  interest. 

“I  tell  ye,  the  hull  gang  oughter  be  wiped  out,”  cried  big 
Dan.  “Thet  skunk,  Ike  Bent,  is  the  wust  reptile  in  this 
kentry.  Golden  City  people  want  ter  git  rid  of  him  and 
can’t.” 

It  scarcely  needed  the  eloquence  of  Peterson  to  set  the 
ball  rolling. 

Beaver  Bun  people  were  only  too  ready  to  take  up  the 
gage. 

It  began  to  look  like  civil  war.  Old  King  Brady  saw  at 
once  that  this  would  not  do. 

Unless  something  was  done  to  ensure  moderation,  there 
would  be  bloodshed. 

“This  must  not  go  on,  Harry,”  he  said. 

“Eh?”  exclaimed  the  young  detective.  “What  can  be 
done  to  help  it  ?” 

“We  must  stop  it.” 

“I  don’t  see  how.” 

“Well,  we  must  try.” 

The  old  detective  turned  to  Dean,  and  said : 

“I  say,  Dean,  there  will  be  serious  results  if  this  sort  of 
thing  is  allowed.” 

“What  do  you  mean  ?”  asked  Dean,  in  surprise. 

“There  will  be  terrible  bloodshed  if  you  go  down  to  Gold¬ 
en  City  in  such  a  manner.” 

“Why,  I  supposed  yon  were  all  in  for  giving  that  gang  a 
death  blow.” 

“You  mean  the  Dead-Shot  Gang?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  so  I  am,”  agreed  the  old  detective.  “But  T  don’t 
want  to  see  innocent  people  slaughtered.  The  majority  of 
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the  people  in  Golden  City  are  not  in  sympathy  with  Bent 
and  his  crew.” 

“Why  don't  they  wipe  him  out,  then?” 

“For  the  reason  that  they  have  no  organization/’ 

“Well,  we  will  give  them  one.” 

“Not  by  going  down  there  in  such  an  aggressive  way.  They 
will  construe  it  as  an  attack  upon  them.” 

“Well,  it’s  not.  We  simply  want  to  wipe  out  Bent  and  his 
men.” 

“That  is  it.  But  you  don’t  want  to  wipe  out  the  honest 
miners  of  Golden  City.’’ 

“Of  course  not.” 

“Then,  you  are  going  at  the  work  altogether  wrong.  Get 
up  there  and  tell  the  people  so." 

Dean  saw  the  truth  of  this. 

“I  never  thought  of  that,”  he  said.  “Of  course,  you  are 
right.  But  what  other  plan  is  there?” 

“A  very  simple  one.” 

“Well,  what  ?” 

“Send  some  emissaries  down  to  Golden  City  and  get  the 
sympathy  of  the  best  miners.  Then  pick  a  score  of  good 
men  to  go  down  and  make  the  Dead- Shot  Gang  give  up  their 
arms.” 

Dean  was  thoughtful. 

When  Peterson  was  through  with  his  speech-making. 
Dean  and  the  detectives  drew  him  aside. 

They  stated  the  case  to  him. 

“That’s  right,”  agreed  the  farmer.  “It  didn’t  occur  to 
me  before.  I  see  the  point.  Of  course,  I  don’t  mean  ter 
do  up  the  miners  in  Golden  City.” 

“Unless  they  are  made  to  understand  that,  however,  there 
will  be  a  terrible  misunderstanding.” 

“Why,  we’re  countin’  on  their  standin’  in  with  us.” 

“That’s  it.  But  unless  you  let  them  know  about  it,  the 
gang  will  make  them  think  it’s  an  attack  on  the  town.” 

“Thet’s  right.  But  how  are  we  goin’  to  work  that.” 

Old  King  Brady  knit  his  brows. 

“That's  the  question,”  he  said. 

“You  see,”  said  Dean.  “If  we  send  men  down  there  the 
gang  will  lay  for  them.” 

“If  the  better  class  of  miners,  however,  knew  our  real 
purpose,  we  could  feel  sure  of  their  co-operation.” 

“Oh,  yes.” 

“I  have  a  plan,”  cried  Harry. 

“What?” 

# 

“Let  one  of  us  steal  down  there  in  the  night  and  post  the 
town,  warning  the  miners  against  Bent  and  asking  them  to 
co-operate  with  us  against  him.” 

Light  broke  across  Peterson’s  face. 

“By  gum  !  That’s  the  way  ter  do  it !”  he  cried.  “I  tell  ye, 
that  will  put  'em  all  on  their  guard.” 

“That's  right,"  cried  Dean.  “I’ll  post  the  notices  this 
very  night." 

“Capital  1”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “But  somebody  must 
counsel  these  people  to  use  moderation.” 

Peterson  leaped  upon  the  stump  again. 


He  addressed  the  Beaver  Run  men,  and  told  them  the 
true  state  of  affairs. 

“Hold  yerselves  ready,”  he  said.  “We’ll  find  a  way  ter 
bring  the  enemy  to  terms.” 

So  the  matter  was  arranged. 

That  night  Dean  left  Beaver  Run  on  a  fleet  pony. 

He  returned  the  next  morning.  When  the  denizens  of 
Golden  City  got  up  with  the  sun  they  were  treated  to  a 
surprise. 

It  created  a  sensation  in  the  town.  ' 

On  every  tree  and  door  post  the  flaming  notice,  written 
out  in  clever  terms  by  Ha^ry  and  Old  King  Brady,  was 
posted.  • 


.CHAPTER  XI. 

WAPSIE  JOE  TURNS  TH^  TIDE. 

Big  Ike  himself  found  the  following  pinned  to  his  shanty 

door : 

“To  the  Men  of  Golden  City.  Take  Notice:  Whereas, 
the  rule  of  the  Dead-Shot  Gang  has  become  distasteful  to 
the  people  of  the  State  of  Idaho,  and  against  the  laws  of  a 
Free  Country,  Equal  Rights  are  demanded.  All  honest 
men  in  Golden  City  are  warned  against  the  Dead-Shot 
Gang,  and  the  Yigilants  of  Beaver  Run  will  co-operate 
with  the  men  of  Golden  City  to  rid  our  beautiful  hills  of 
these  devils  in  human  shape.  Let  the  Gang  take  warning. 

(Signed)  THE  AVENGERS.” 

i| 

Big  Ike  read  the  notice  and  then,  with  deadly  aim,  ejected 
a  full  gill  of  tobacco  juice  over  it. 

“Thet’s  what  I'll  do  to  every  durned  one  on  ’em,”  he 
said.  “If  ther  Beaver  Run  jays  want  to  fight  we’ll  give  ’em 
fight.” 

“That’s  a  clever  idea,”  said  Miguel  Medina.  “We  should 
go  up  there  and  carry  the  war  into  the  enemy’s  own 
country.” 

Big  Ike  gave  a  start. 

i  he  idea  impressed  him  favorably.  He  tightened  his 
thin  lips. 

“Wipe  Beaver  Run  off  ther  map,”  said  Flash  Pete.  “Thet’s 
what  ter  do.”  , 

Big  Ike  gave  his  mustache  a  stroke. 

“1  don  t  see  nuthin  the  matter  with  that  plan,”  he  said. 
“By  the  eternal,  we’ll  do  it.” 

It  did  not  take  the  schemers  long  to  formulate  a  plan. 

f  avor  was  a  good  hand  with  the  brush,  and  soon  had 
produced  a  number  of  placards,  which  were  worded  as 
follows :  \ 


1  o  the  (  itizens  of  Golden  City:  “We  arc  proud  of  our 
Rights  and  1  ri\  ileges  in  this  Mute,  and  owe  no  allegiance  to 
'mch  a  hump-backed  community  as  Beaver  Run.  We  have 
tolerated  their  obnoxious  proximity  in  the  past  out  of  pure 
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^uerosity  of  spirit  But  the  hour  has  come  when  they  see  fit 
u>  try  to  dictate  to  us  what  our  laws  and  lights  shall  be. 
Therefore,  we  call  upon  all  good  men  and  true  in  Golden 
Oily  to  meet  on  the  public  square  this  evening  at  eight  anc( 
hold  an  Indignation  Meeting  of  Protest  against  the  Free 
Hand  of  Beaver  Run.  If  its  Vigilants  dare  to  show  their 
heads  in  Golden  City  we  are  cowards  and  poltroons  if  we 
do  not  Strike  for  Human  Rights,  even  at  the  expense  of 
wiping  Beaver  Run  off  the  map  of  Idaho.  (Signed) 

“THE  COMMITTEE  OF  PUBLIC  RIGHTS.” 

When  this  notice  was  plastered  over  and  above  those 
from  Beaver  Run,  the  people  of  Golden  City  read  and  grew 

excited. 

The  platitudes  of  the  Dead-Shot  Gang  were  exceedingly 

potent. 

Once  again  the  cunning  of  Big  Ike  carried  the  day. 

A  tremendous  sensation  was  created.  When  evening  came 
the  Golden  City  miners  came  from  every  direction. 

They  were  harangued  and  importuned  and  threat¬ 
ened  by  Big  Ike  and  his  henchmen  until  they  were  con¬ 
vinced  that  they  were  the  victims  of  a  cabal  at  Beaver  Run. 

“Shall  it  be  the  survival  of  the  fittest  ?>?  thundered1  Bent. 
“Ur  shall  we  submit  to  the  yoke  of  Beaver  Run.  I  tell  you, 
they  are  jealous  of  our  prosperity,  of  our  beautiful  city,  and 
they  mean  to  wipe  us/'  out  of  existence. 

“We  are  fools  to  submit.  When  our  town  is  despoiled 
and  our  necks  in  the  halter,  it  will  be  too  late.” 

“Hooray !  Hooray !”  yelled  the  crowd.  “Down  with 
Beaver  Run.”  v 

“It  is  my  spirit  to  counsel  moderation,”  continued  Bent. 
“But  it  is  sheer  folly  to  wait  for  doom  ywhen  by  one  stroke 
it  may  be  averted.  We  can  only  regard  Beaver  Run  as  a 
rival  and  a  foe.  It  is  lawful  to  take  advantage  of  a  foe. 

Shall  we  wait  for  them  to  strike - ■” 

“Strike  first !” 

“Wipe  ’em  out !” 

“Don’t  give  ’em  the  start !” 

The  crowd  was  wildly  excited.  It  was  a  critical  moment. 
But  just  at  that  moment,  as  there  was^a  brief  lull,  a  tall 
figure  came  striding  through  the  crowd. 

The  big  half-breed  Indian  trapper  and  hunter,  who  had 
wrestled  with  Big  Ike,  leaped  upon  the  platform  beside  him. 
He  folded  his  arms  and  looked  at  Ikh  with  a  burning  gaze. 
Astounded,  the  villain  regarded  him  with  anger  and  sur¬ 
prise.  '  ' 

“Who  are  you?”  he  demanded.  “What  do  you  want?” 
“You  know  me,”  said  the  halfbreed.  “I  rastle  with  you. 
I  am  Wapsie  Joe.” 

“Well,  curse  ye.  This  is  not  yer  place.  Git  down !” 

But  Wapsie  Joe’s  lip  curled. 

“Big  Ike’s  tongue  is -forked,”  he  said.  “His  heart  is 

black.” 

The  crowd  stared  with  amazement  and  interest.  They 
recognized  the  big  halfbreed  who  had  been  so  popular  at  the 
athletic  meet. 

There  seemed  to  be  a  magnetism  about  him  which  held 

them. 


.  Old  King  Brady,  for  he  it  was,  had  left  Beaver  Run  upon 
hearing  of  the  proceedings,  and  with  Harry,  had  come  down 
to  Golden  City  to  see  what  could  be  done  to  stem  the  tide. 

It  was  a  surprise  to  them  as  well  as  Dean  and  Peterson  to 
hear  the  rumor  that  the  Dead-Shot  Gang  meant  to  make 
war  upon  Beaver  Run  and  take  the  initiative. 

Big  Ike  was  purple  with  rage.  lie  seemed  about  to  leap 
upon  Wapsie  Joe. 

But  he  had  not  forgotten  his  former  experience  with  him. 
So  he  showed  hisTeeth  and  gritted : 

“Well,  Injun,  what  have  ye  got  to  say?” 

Wapsie  Joe,  with  a  grim  smile,  pointed  to  the  mountains. 

“My  friends  live  there,”  he  said.  “You  are  trying  to  kill 
them.  Your  heart  is  black.” 

“Oh,  ye’re  a  Beaver  Run  man,  eh?”  sneered  Bent.  “I 
say,  boys,  here’s  one  of  ther  dogs.  We  ought  to  give  ’em 
an  example  an’  hang  him.”  ^ 

A  murmur  went  through  the  crowd,  but  Old  King  Brady 
turned  quick  as  a  flash  and  held  up  his  hand. 

“My  white  brothers  will  never  hang  Wapsie  Joe,”  he 
cried.  “He  is-  the  son  of  Watchenohee,  the  friend  of  the 
white  man.  All  the -red  men  of  the  Korth  will  avenge.” 

There  was  silence. 

It  was  plain  that  all  realized  the  possible  truth  of  this. 
Watchenohee,  the  Blackfoot  chief,  was  a  power  in  that  part 
of  Idaho,  and  to  incur  his  enmity  meant  the  literal  wiping 
out  of  all  those  small  settlements. 

For  Watchenohee  had  power  over  the  Assiniboines  and 
the  Utes,  and  could  summon  thousands  of  them. 

An  Indian  war  was  something  to  be  avoided  at  any  cost. 

Big  Ike  knew  this  as  well  as  the  rest. 

So  he  changed  his  attitude. 

“Oh,  don’t  fear,  Joe,”  he  said,  in  a  different  tone.  “We 
aren’t  going  to  do  you  any  harm.  We  are  not  quarreling 
with  you.  But  you  know  that  those  Beaver  Run  chaps  have 
given  us  insults  enough.” 

Wapsie  Joe  folded  his  arms  and  looked  contemptuously 
at  the  villain.  Big  Ike  quailed  tlefore  that  gaze. 

“The  white  man’s  tongue  is  forked,”  said  Joe,  scathingly. 
“Every  man  here  knows  that  he  made  the  quarrel  first.  The 
white  men  must  not  go  to  Beaver  Run.” 

Bent’s  face  grew  slowly  purple  with  wrath. 

“Curse  you,  for  a  fool,  Joe !”  he  gritted.  “What  do  you 
want  to  interfere  in  this  matter  for?” 

“The  people  of  Beaver  Run'  are  my  friends,”  said  the 
halfbreed,  with  dignity. 

* 

“And  do  you  think  we  are  to  give  up  our  plan  to  please 
you  ?” 

Wapsie  Joe  slightly  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“The  men  of  Golden  City  will  not  follow  you,”  he  said. 

A  hoarse  murmur  went  up  from  the  crowd. 

“That’s  right,  Injun !” 

“We  don’t  want  bloodshed  !” 

“We’ll  stay  at  home !” 

The  clever  trick  of  Old  King  Brady  had  turned  the  tide. 
Bent  saw  this  and  he  gnashed  bis  teeth  with  impotent  fury. 
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But  he  was  for  the  moment  worsted.  He  was  shrewd 
enough  to  see  this  and  act  accordingly. 

“All  right,”  he  cried.  “This  is  no  personal  matter  of 
mine.  I  have  got  business  further  West.  Golden  City  can 
take  care  of  itself.  About  the  time  the  Beaver  Run  sharps 
come  down  here  an’  tell  ye  what  ter  do,  ye'll  rather  wish  ye 
had  Big  Ike  here  ter  fight  yer  battles.” 

“I  say,  stand  by  Big  Ike !”  cried  Favor  in  the  crowd. 

“So  do  I !”  shouted  another  voice.  There  was  an  at¬ 
tempt  at  a  cheer. 

Big  Ike’s  henchmen  were  doing  their  best. 

But  the  wave  of  sentiment  was  too  strong  for  them. 

This  was  very  plain.  A  low,  sullen  murmur  went  up. 

Bent  saw  that  his  chance  was  lost.  So  he  stepped  down. 
But  in  an  undertone,  he  said : 

‘Curse  you,  Injun!  I’m  not  done  with  you!’’ 

‘And  I’m  not  done  with  you,  either,”  said  Wapsie  Joe,  in 
a  significant  way. 

Bent  flashed  an  inquiring  glance  at  the  half-breed.  A 
dark,  suspicious  light  was  in  his  eyes. 

But  he  met  only  the  cold  stare  of  the  stoical  halfbreed 
Old  King  Brady  played  his  part  well. 

The  crowd  began  to  disperse.  The  Dead-Shot  Gang  en¬ 
tered  the  barroom  of  the  hotel. 

The  sober-minded  miners  saw  how  near  they  had  come 
to  a  tragedy,  and  were  glad  that  it  was  averted. 

In  the  crowd  were  men  from  Beaver  Run  in  disguise. 

Among  these  were  Dean  and  Peterson.  They  caused 
messengers  to  be  sent  at  once  to  Beaver  Run  to  assure  them 
that  the  danger  of  an  attack  was  all  over. 

Wapsie'  Joe  alone  had  saved  the  day.  The  revulsion  of 
sentiment  was  complete,  and  once  more  Big  Ike  and  his 
gang  found  themselves  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  fence. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


CHICORY  BILL. 


Old  King  Brady  joined  Harry  and  Dean  and  Peterson  in 
the  crowd.  They  managed  to  slip  away  unobserved. 

“That  was  a  big  piece  of  acting  you  did,  Mr.  Brady,” 
said  Dean,  admiringly. 

It  jest  carried  the  day,”  declared  Peterson. 

Well,  something  has  to  be  done,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
It’s  just  as  well  to  win»on  a  bluff  as  any  other  way.” 
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“That’s  right. 


“What  is  ther  next  move?”  asked  Peterson.  “I  ’spose  ye 
wanter  kinder  git  some  evidence  agin  that  Bent.” 

“Well,”  said  Harry,  “it’s  just  this  way:  We  know  that 
Bent  is  the  man  who  murdered  Arthur  Foss  in  New  York 
City.  But  we  can't  prove  it.  Now,  T  think  this  man  Flash 
Pete  knows  the  whole  thing.  I  reckon  he  can  give  us  the 
whole  story."' 

“That’s  what  I  think,"  said  Dean. 

“Kin  ye  git  it  out  of  him  in  any  way?”  asked  Pederson. 

“I  know  of  only  one  way,"  said  Old  King  Brady. 
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“What’s  that  ?” 

“Knot  a  rope  around  his  neck  and  give  him  the  option  of 
hanging  or  the  truth.” 

“Ye’re  right,”  cried  Peterson.  “Thet  would  fetch  him. 
He’s  the  doggonedest  coward  I  ever  knew.” 

“If  we  could  make  Flash  Pete  confess  and  implicate  Bent 
we  would  have  the  case  dead.” 

“I  think  that  Favor  is  also  one  of  Bent’s  New  York  pals,” 
said  Harry. 

There  is  no  doubt  of  it,”  declared  Old  King  Brady. 

We  might  try  him  also.” 

“We  will.” 

“What  shall  be  done?” 

“I  believe  we  can  decoy  those  chaps  and  hold  them  pris¬ 
oners  somewhere  until  they  confess,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  F 

“I  know  jest  the  place,”  cried  Peterson. 

“Where?”  asked  Dean. 

“There  is  an  old  mill  up  hyar  in  the  hills.  It’s  an  out-of- 
the-way  place,  and  we  kin  keep  ’em  there  until  they  come  to 
terms.” 

“That  settles  it,”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “We  will  trap 
the  rascals  at  once.” 

If  we  can,”  said  Dean. 

Is  there  any  doubt  of  it  ?”  asked  Harry. 

Indeed,  yes,”  said  Dean,  in  a  skeptical  way.  “I  have 
been  for  a  long  time  trying  to  outwit  the  gang  myself,  but 
I  have  failed.” 

“I  think  we  will  find  a  way  to  fool  them,”  declared  Old 
King  Brady. 

The  Bradys,  with  Dean  and  Peterson,  in  their  disguises, 
secured  rooms  at  the  hotel.  They  remained  about  the  place 
for  a  number  of  days. 

Big  Ike  and  the  gang  hung  about  the  town  in  a  sullen 
mood.  It  was  plain  that  the  revulsion  of  sentiment  against 
them  was  having  the  effect  of  bringing  matters  nearer  a 
crisis  in  Golden  City  than  ever  before. 

For  close  observers  could  see  that  something  was  up. 

There  was  a  certain  strange  prescience  that  deep  and  un¬ 
derhand  work  was  going  on. 

What  this  was  remained  to  be  seen. 

The  detectives,  do  their  best,  could  not  seem  to  get  head 
or  tail  of  its  meaning. 

I  hey  shadowed  the  different  members  of  the  gang  clcrselv. 

Every  method  possible  was  employed.  But  beyond  learn¬ 
ing  that  the  villains  had  secret  meetings  with  certain  road- 
agents  in  the  hills  nothing  was  gained. 

The  Beaver  Run  people  sent  some  representatives  down  to 
hold  a  peace  conference  with  the  Golden  City  miners.  j 

A  tince  was  concluded,  and  a  committe  appointed  to  in¬ 
terview  Big  Ike  and  request  him  to  refrain  from  further 
attempts  to  bring  about  trouble  between  the  two  im¬ 


munities. 


This  was  not  received  by  Big  Ike  in  anything  like  a  pleas- 
ant  manner. 


no  grew  exceedingly  angrv  and  made  threats,  I 

.  Tims  matters  stood  in  Golden  City.  But  that  very  night 
the  climax  came. 
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Nearly  every  mining  town  of  the  stamp  of  Golden  City  is 
ruled  by  the  traditional# ‘‘bad  man." 

But  it  is  a  matter  of  history  that  sooner  or  later  the  same 
ruler  is  overthrown. 

Law  and  order  is  bound  sooner  or  later  to  assert  itself. 
1  he  miners  of  Golden  0 ity  had  suffered  long  and  patiently. 

That  evening  a  large  crowd  were  congregated  in  the  bar¬ 
room  of  the  hotel. 

Drinking  and  card  playing  were  progressing  as  usual. 

Suddenly  the  word  went  around  and  a  hush  fell  upon  the 
company. 

Big  Ike  came  stalking  in. 

It  could  be  seen  at  once  that  he  was  in  an  evil  temper. 

His  henchmen,  Flash  Pete  and  Favor,  were  just  behind 

him. 

They  walked  up  to  the  bar,  and  Big  Ike  thundered : 

“Drinks  fer  my  party.” 

“All  right,"  said  the  bartender,  as  he  tossed  some  gin  into 
a  glass  and  proceeded  to  make  a  toddy. 

When  it  Tvas  completed  he  passed  it  over  the  counter  to  a 
smooth-faced  man  in  a  red  shirt  who  stood  beside  Ike. 

“What’ll  it  be,  Ike  ?” 

The  big  bully  glared  at  the  man  who  had  just  received 
the.  toddy,  and  then  at  the  bartender. 

Then  he  reached  forward  and  took  the  glass  of  toddy  be¬ 
fore  the  unknown  could  do  so. 

“Curse  ye,  Doolev  he  hissed  at  the  bartender..  “Can’t 
ve  see  me  ?  Why  don’t  ye  pass  it  right  ?” 

The  stranger  straightened  up.  The  bartender  looked 
frightened  and  said,  apologetically,  to  the  unknown: 

“I’ll  mix  ye  another.” 

“Not  until  my  friends  are- served,”  said  Big  Ike,  menac¬ 
ingly.  “We  wait  fer  no  one.” 

The  stranger  looked  at  the  bartender,  who  was  frightened. 
Then  he  faced  Ike. 

“Excuse  me,”  he  said,  in  a  soft  voice.  “But  that  is  a 
mistake.  That  drink  is  mine.” 

Big  Ike  raised  his  eyebrows  and  looked  down  upon  the 
other  with  a  cold  glare. 

“Yours?”  he  said. 

“Yes.  I  refer  to  the  bartender  if  he  did  not  mix  that 
drink  for  me.” 

“Wall,  you  can  bet  your  life  it’s  mine  jest  now,  and  likely 
to  stay  mine,”  declared  Big  Ike,  as  he  raised  the  glass  to 
drink.  “Ye  must  know  that  I  don’t  wait  fer  no  man.” 

*  “Well,  if  it’s  not  mine,  it  will  never  be  yours,”  said  the 

stranger.  1  v 

He  raised  his  right  hand  in  a  lightning  sweep  and  dashed 
the  gla.--  from  Ike’s  lips. 

The  liquor  splashed  over  the  ruffian’s  face.  Aghast, 
e very  man  in  the  barroom  started  for  cover. 

The  bartender  dropped  under  the  bar. 

Everybody  looked  for  shooting.  But  so  surprised  was  Big 
\V.<  that  for  a  moment  he  could  only  stare  at  his  opponent. 

“Devil-!”  he  hissed.  “Who  are  you  that  dares  to  insult 


“A  better  man  than  you,”  said  the  stranger.  “I’m 
Chicory  Bill,  of  White  Gulch.  This  ere’s  my  passport.” 

A  revolver  stared  Big  Ike  in  the  face. 

The  ruffian  stood  quite  still  and  looked  the  other  in  the 
eye.  It  was  a  tableau. 

“Chicory  Bill !”  he  repeated.  “You  don’t  mean  it?  Why 
didn’t  ye  say  so  afore?” 

“You  never  gave  me  a  chance,”  said  Chicory  Bill,  quietly. 
“I'm  a  stranger  here,  and  I  expected  a  different  welcome. 
I've  heerd  of  the  hospitality  of  Golden  City.  No  man  in 
any  other  town  ever  tried  to  steal  my  drink  before.” 

Big  Ike  passed  a  hand  across  his  mustache. 

“Wall,”  he  said.  “I  ’low  it  warn’t  right.  But  thet  cussed 
bartender  knows  that  I  wait  for  no  man.” 

“And  he  knows  that  I  do  not  wait  for  you,”  said  Chicory 
Bill. 

“I’ve  killed  a  man  fer  less  than  what  you  jest  did.” 

“I’ve  killed  a  man  for  winkin’  his  left  eye  at  me.  Durn 
it,  but  I’m  trying  to  decide  whether  to  kill  you  or  not.” 

Big  Ike  was  a  coward. 

His  face  grew  wdiite. 

“Oh,  come  now,”  he  said,  “I’ve  apologized.  Hev  a  drink 
with  me.” 

Chicory  Bill  put  up  his  gun. 

“I  alius  accepts  an  apology,”  he  said.  “I’ll  hev  a  gin 
toddy.” 

“An’  mine  is  a  whiskey  high,”  cried  Big  Ike.  “Dang  it, 
but  I’ll  make  ye  welcome  to  this  town,  Mister  Chicory  Bill.” 

“I  can  shoot  the  whiskers  offen  the  moon,”  cried  Chicorv. 

4  '  ^ 

“All  up  fer  the  drinks.  Where  in  thunder  is  everybody?” 

Reassured,  the  miners  came  tumbling  back  into  the  bar¬ 
room. 

Drinks  were  indulged  in  all  around. 

Big  Ike  treated  and  then  Chicory  Bill  treated.  Every¬ 
body  was  in  good  humor. 

Big  Ike  took  a  huge  fancy  to  his  new  acquaintance. 

“Dang  it,  but  I  like  yer  style,”  he  said.  “It  ain’t  every¬ 
body  that  I  take  to,  an’  especially  after  they’ve  called  me 
down  in  mv  own  town.” 

t j 

“Oh,  that’s  all  right,”  declared  Chicory.  “Come  up  to 
White  Gulch  and  I’ll  make  ye  a  present  of  the  town.” 

“I’ll  go  ye.” 

Thus  the  two  dead  shots  talked  and  chaffed.  Finally  they 
sat  down  to  a  game  of  cards. 

They  were  joined  by  Favor  and  Flash  Pete. 

Chicory  was  introduced  to  these  two  sports. 

For  some  while  they  played  in  a  friendly  way.  At  length, 
some  time  past  the  midnight  hour,  Chicory  arose  and  said: 

“I  reckon  I’ll  take  my  leave.  “I’m  stoppin’  in  camp  up 
hyar  aways  in  the  hills.  It’s  lonesome,  and  I  wouldn’t  mind 
some  company  for  the  night.  Are  any  of  ye  minded  to 
ride  up  thar  with  me?” 

CHAPTER  XIII. 

IN  A  TRAP. 

This  invitation  caused  the  other  three  to  exchange 
glances. 
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“Wall,”  said  Big  Ike.  “I  shall  have  to  excuse  myself.” 

“An’  so  will  1,”  said  Flash  Pete. 

“I’ll  go  with  ye,”  said  Favor,  “How  far  is  it?” 

“Oh,  a  couple  of  miles.” 

“Humph !  That’s  an  easy  trip.  “We’ll  come  down  early 
in  the  morning.” 

“Yes,  unless  ye  are  minded  to  listen  to  a  little  plan  I  have 
for  a  scoop,”  said  Chicory,  vaguely. 

All  were  now  interested. 

“A  scoop?”  said  Big  Ike. 

“Yes.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“Well,  I  won’t  say  much  about  it  until  to-morrow.  But 
I’ve  struck  something  good.  Ye  can  expect  to  hear  from 
me  later.  Good  night  to  ye,  friends.” 

“Good  night.” 

Favor  accompanied  Chictfry  Bill  out  into  the  night.  They 
walked  on  until  well  out  of  the  little  mining  town. 

Then  Favor’s  curiosity  got  the  better  of  him. 

“lre  spoke  of  a  scoop,”  he  said.  “Do  ye  mind  tellin’  what 
it  is  ?” 

“I’ll  tell  ye  when  we  get  to  camp,”  said  Chicory.  “Maybe 
ye  won’t  care  fer  it.” 

“Is  thar  coin  in  it?”  * 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  you  kin  count  on  me.” 

“All  right.  Let  me  see.  I  left  my  cayuse  in  this  ere 
thicket.” 

Chicory  Bill  stepped  into  a  dark  space  among  the  trees. 

Unsuspectingly  Favor  followed  him.  The  next  moment 
Chicory  Bill’s  voice  was  heard: 

“Run  hard,  run !  We’re  in  a  hot  place  !” 

But  Favor  was  in  a  giant  clutch.  A  bag  covered  his  head, 
his  arms  were  drawn  behind  him  and  he  was  forced  to  the 
ground  a  helpless  prisoner. 

In  vain  he  fumed  and  raved,  and  kicked  and  cursed. 
There  was  no  escape. 

He  was  bound  hand  and  foot  and  lifted  between  his  cap- 
tors  and  carried  into  the  night. 

For  some  distance  he  was  carried  thus.  He  was  com¬ 
pletely  helpless  and  unable  to  resist. 

After  a  while  he  was  carried  into  a  low-roofed  building. 
Here,  on  a  hearth,  there  burned  a  fire  of  logs. 

When  the  bandage  was  removed  from  his  eyes,  Favor 
looked  about  him  with  surprise. 

Over  him  stood  the  halfbreed,  Wapsie  Joe,  Chicory  Bill 
and  the  Beaver  Run  men,  Dean  and  Peterson. 

“Haw-haw !  Don’t  know  what  tew  make  of  it,  do  ye  ?” 
cried  the  big  farmer  Peterson,  as  he  placed  his  arms  akimbo 
and  looked  down  critically  into  Favor’s  face. 

“I  rather  think  he  knows  us  now,”  said  Dean. 

“He  ought  to/'  said  Chicory  Bill,  or  Young  King  Brady, 
who  had  so  cleverly  played  the  part  of  decoy.  “I  don’t  be¬ 
lieve  he'll  forget  me  right  away.” 

“Trapped  !"  gasped  Favor. 

“That’s  what,”  said  Dean. 

“What* are  ye  goin’  to  do  with  me?”.asked  Favor. 


“Ye'll  find  out  pooty  quick,”  said  Peterson.  “Wait  till  1 
put  another  log  on  the  fire,  pards.  %  Hev  you  got  that  rope 
ready,  Dud?” 

“Yes,”  replied  Dean.  “We've  got  one  of  the  gang.  The 
next  will  be  Big  Ike.” 

Peterson  placed  the  log  on  the  fire. 

It  blazed  up  and  illumined  the  interior  of  the  old  null 
plainly. 

Old  King  Brady  knotted  a  rope  and  hung  it  over  one  of 
the  rafters. 

Favor  stared  at  it,  and  his  face  grew  ghastly. 

“Are  ye  goin’  to  hang  me?”  he  asked. 

“It  depends  on  you,"  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “We  have 
made  a  vow  to  wipe  the  Dead-Shot  Gang  out  of  existence.” 

“I  never  did  ye  any  harm,”  whimpered  the  villain.  “What 
have  ye  got  against  me?” 

“You're  one  of  the  gang.” 

“And  is.  that  why  you’re  going  to  hang  me?” 

“Sure.” 

“But  I’m  willing  to  quit.  I’ll  get  out  of  the  country  an’ 
never  come  back.  For  Heaven’s  sake,  don’t  murder  me  !” 

“The  rope  is  the  surest  way.  What  do  you  think,  boys  ?” 

“Dead  men  tell  no  tales,”  said  Harry. 

“String  him  up  !”  said  Dean. 

“He’ll  be  sure  ter  keep  his  word  then,”  declared  Peterson. 

“I  will  swear  to  keep  my  word,”  cried  Favor,  desperately. 
“Oh,  gentlemen,  you  will  not  kill  me.  Give  me  a  chance. 
I’ll  do  anything  for  you.  Only  let  me  live.” 

“Oh,  what’s  the  use,”  paid  Old  King  Brady.  “Let’s  have 
it  over  with.  They’ll  find  his  body  here,  and  it  will  be  a 
warning.” 

Paterson  and  Dean  dragged  the  wretch  forward.  * 

The  halter  was  placed  about  Ms  neck. 

Favor  was  in  a  wildly  frantic  state.  He  was  in  abject 
terror. 

Madly,  wildly,  he  pleaded  for  his  life. 

But  his  captors  seemed  obdurate.  Old  King  Brady  took 
hold  of  the  rope,  and  it  began  to  tighten. 

Favor  yelled  and  prayed  and  begged  wildly.  He  was 
drenched  in  the  cold  perspiration  of  terror. 

“Hold  on,”  suddenly  cried  Harry.  “I've  got  an  idea.” 

“An  idea  ?”  said  Old  King  Brady,  giving  the  rope  a  little 
more  tension. 

“Yes.” 

“What  is  it  ?” 

“Why,  perhaps  this  chap  can  help  us.”  i 

“Help  us?” 

“Yes.” 

“How?” 

“Look  here,  Favor,  will  you  do  a  certain  thing  for  us  if 
we  will  spare  your  life?” 

The  villain  gave  a  gasp  and  cried  weakly: 

“Yes — yes!  I'll  swear  it!  Let  me  live!  I’ll  do  any¬ 
thing!” 

“Let  up  on  the  rope,”  said  Harry,  “now  he  has  agreed." 

Durn  him,  don’t  take  his  word.*  said  Peterson.  “He’s 
as  treacherous  as  a  snake." 
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“Ob,  I  meanNt,"  cried  Favor.  ‘‘Believe,  me,  gents.  I’ll 
do  it.” 

“All  right,"  said  Old  King  Brady,  sternly.  “We’ll  give 
him  a  chance.  Let  him  sit  down." 

A  stool  was  placed  under  the  trembling  villain.  He  was 
a  fearful  picture  of  terror  and  suffering. 

“Now,  Favor,"  said  Old  King  Brady,  “I'm  going  to  ask 
you  some  questions.  Upon  your  truthful  answers  depends 
your  life.” 

“Yes,  yes !"  agreed  the  villain. 

“Very  good.  Now,  first  I  want  you  to  tell  me  if  you  did 
not  once  live  the  life  of  a  crook  in  New  York?" 

Favor  gave  a  violent  start.  He  hesitated. 

“Come,  I  am  waiting.” 

“Yes,  yes,”  replied  the  wretch. 

“Very  good.  Did  you  ever  know  of  a  man  named  Arthur 
Foss  in  the  city?  He  had  a  clerk  named  Dudley  Dean.” 

The  expression  upon  Favor’s  face  was  an  odd  one. 

He  stared  at  the  detective. 

“Who  are  ye  ?”  he  gasped. 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “since  you  are  to  die,  and 
dead  men  tell  no  tales,  I  will  tell  you.  We  are  New  York 
detectives.” 

“Detectives  ?” 

“Yes.” 

Favor  gave  a  gasp  of  surprise.  Then  he  said: 

“Who  are  ye  after?” 

“The  murderer  of  Arthur  Foss.” 

“His  clerk  killed  him.  He  left  a  confession.” 

“That  is  a  lie,  and  you  know  it.  Dudley  Dean  is  innocent. 
You  know  who  the  murderer  is,” 

“I  s-wear  I  am  not  the  man.  I  had  nothing  to  do  with  it.” 

“But  you  know  who  the  guilty  man  is.” 

“No,  I  swear  it - ” 

“Take  care  1” 

Favor  became  silent. 

“Now,  Favor,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Both  you  and 
Pete  Conroy  were  pals  with  Ike  Bent  in  New  York.  You 
know  that  Bent  is  the  man.  If  you  turn  State’s  evidence 
you  will  save  your  own  worthless  life.  That  is  all.” 

“I  never  went  back  on  a  pal,”  groaned  Favor.  “They  will 
kill  me.” 

“Who?” 

“The  rest  of  the  gang.” 

“No  thev  won’t.  At  least,  the  real  murderer  \£on’t,  for  he 
will  never  have  the  chance.” 

Favor  was  trembling  and  weak. 

“So  ye  have  tracked  us  away  out  here?”  he* asked. 
“Where  is  the  clerk?”  t 

“He  is  here,”  said  Dean. 

“You?”  '  ' 

“Yes.” 

Favoc  was  astonished.  He  stared  at  Dean,  and  then  at 
Peter-on. 

“Ati’  who  is  that  old  chap?”  he  asked. 

“He  i:-  rnv  father.” 


This  was  news  to  the  Bradys  as  well  as  the  prisoner.  They 
turned  quickly. 

“It  is  true,"  said  Peterson.  “I  happened  to  hear  of  Dud¬ 
ley’s  trouble,  and  I  came  out  here  to  help  him.  That’s  what 
I  am  farming  in  Idaho  for.” 

“And  father  has  helped  me  greatly,”  declared  Dean. 

“On  my  word,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “  this  case  de¬ 
velops  new  surprises  every  moment.” 

“We'  never  suspected  it,”  declared  Harry.  “But  we  are 
glad  to  know  it.” 

“It  is  now  in  order  for  our  friend  Favor  here  to  make 
his  confession  and  save  his  life.” 

Favor’s  eyes  gleamed  in  a  cunning  way,  as  a  new  idea 
seem^l  to  occur  to  him. 

“Ye  think  Bent  is  the  man?”  he  asked. 

“Yes.” 

“And  ye  want  me  to  swear  against  him?”  * 

“We  want  you  to  give  us  evidence  to  convict  him.” 

“Well,”  said  Favor,  thoughtfully,  “I’ll  do  that  on  one 
condition.”  . 


CHAPTER  XIY. 

THE  CONFESSION. 

“What  is  the  condition  ?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“That  ye  get  Pete  Conroy  to  agree  to  the  same  thing.” 

“That  is  a  bargain,”  declared  Old  King  Brady. 

“Ye  mean  it?” 

“Yes.” 

-A  * 

“How  be  ye  goin’  to  make  Pete  agree  tout  ?” 

“You  shall  see.  We  will  leave  it  this  way :  You  give  us 
a  written  confession  now  and  we  will  agree  to  bring  Conroy 
to  terms.  We  understand  that  he  is  the  man  you  fear.” 

“Yes.  He  would  call  me  a  traitor,  and  he’d  shoot  me  on 
sight.” 

“We’ll  see  that  he  don’t  do  that.  He  shall  not  know  of 
your  confession  until  after  we  have  got  his.  Then  we  will 
depend  upon  you  to  help  us  entrap  Bent.  You  can  see  that 
it  will  be  for  your  interest.” 

A  crafty  light  shone  in  the  villain’s  eyes. 

“Yes,”  he  said,  “I  can  see  that,  and  I’ll  agree.” 

“Very  good.  Now,  Harry,  let  us  have  the  paper  and  ink.” 

Harry  drew  a  small  bottle  of  ink  and  a  pen  from  his 
pocket.  He  also  produced  some  paper. 

It  did  not  take  him  long  to  write  out  the  complete  con¬ 
fession  of  the  wretch  before  him  implicating  Bent. 

Then  he  released  the  cords  on  Favor’s  wrists  and  said : 

“Read  and  sign  it.”  >  •  . 

This  Favor  proceeded  to  do. 

He  gave  a  little  shiver,  and  said : 

“Now,  ye  must  stand  between  me  an’  the  gang.  If  ye 
don’t,  they’ll  kill  me.” 

“We  will  take  care  of  that.” 

Favor  took  the  pen  and  made  a  scrawling  signature.  It 
was  witnessed  by  Peterson  and  the  Bradys. 
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Then  Favor  drew  himself  up. 

“Now,  keep  yer  word,”  he  said.  “I’ve  kept  mine.” 

“You  are  willing  to  go  into  court  and  swear  to  the  truth 
of  this,  when  Bent  is  brought  up  fontrial?” 

“Do  ye  think  ye’ll  be  able  to  bring  him  up  for  trial?’’ 

“We  expect  to  do  so.” 

“Well,  all  right.  I’ll  go  into  court  when  ye  bring  him  up 
fer  trial  on  condition  that  1  am  not  held  for  complicity  and 
ye  bring  no  charge  ag'in  me.” 

“You  weren’t  a  party  to  the  murder,  were  you?” 

“No.” 

“Then  you  need  fear  nothing.” 

“All  right,  gents.  It’s  a  go.” 

Old  King  Brady  cut  the  fellow’s  bonds. 

“Now,”  he  said,  sternly,  “we  have  the  evidence  hdre  of 
your  betrayal  of  Bent.  It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that 
you  will  do  well  to  keep  a  tight  mouth.” 

“I  understand,”  said  Favor,  readily.  “An’  you  kin  bet 
I’ll  do  so.” 

“Then  freedom  is  yours.” 

Old  King  Brady  freed  the  villain.  Favor  instantly  start¬ 
ed  for  the  door  of  the  mill. 

He  gave  one  backward  look  at  the  detectives  and  then 
plunged  into  the  darkness  of  the  night. 

For  a  moment  there  was  silence.  Then  Harry  said : 

“I  don’t  know  whether  we  have  done  right  or  not.” 

“Why  ?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“What  if  he  goes  right  down  and  tells  Bent  all  ?” 

“Ah,  but  he  will  not  dare.  Bent  would  shoot  him  for 
signing  the  confession.”. 

“I  think  it  is  all  safe,”  said  Dean.  “I  feel  confident  that 
all  will  work  right.” 

“If  it  does,  we  have  the  case  won.” 

#  “Well,  I  should  say  so.” 

“It  is  a  great  victory.” 

Our  friends  then  mutually  congratulated  each  other,  until 
Old  King  Brady  said: 

“Our  next  job  is  to  trap  Pete  Conroy  and  make  him  do 
the  same  thing.” 

“Close  in  on  Bent.  We  will  have  the  evidence  to  convict 
him  and  clear  the  innocent  man.” 

Dean  looked  supremely  happy. 

“One  of  the  truest  girl  hearts  in  America,  believing  in  my 
innocence,  is  waiting  my  return  to  New  York,”  he  said. 

“We  shall  wish  you  joy,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “And  it 
is  sure  to  be  yours.” 

“And  all  due  to  you  detectives,”  said  Peterson,  warmly. 

“We  do  not  deserve  so  much  credit,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “We  are  only  doing  our  duty.” 

•  “But  you  have  righted  a  great  wrong.” 

“That  knowledge  is  our  reward.” 

They  decided  now  to  return  to  Golden  City  in  their  pres¬ 
ent  disguises  and  wait  developments. 

So,  leaving  the  old  mill,  they  made  their  way  down  the 
mountain  and  soon  were  once  more  in  the  little  mining  town. 

At  that  hour  nearly  everybody  was  in  bed. 


So  the  party  went  to  their  rooms  in  the  hotel  and  turned 
in.  Harry,  as  Chicory  Bill,  secured  a  roo u(  also. 

It  was  a  late  hour  the  next  morning  when  they  appeared 
in  the  barroom. 

The  Eastern  stage  was  just  about  to  leave.  A  great  crowd 
was  gathered  about  the  door. 

The  detectives,  by  arrangement,  kept  apart  from  Peterson 
and  Dean.  It  was  deemed  best. 

A  number  of  miners  were  taking  their  leave  of  the  dig¬ 
gings.  The  driver  sat  on  his  box  holding  the  impatient 
horses  in  check. 

Just  then  a  shout  was  heard.  A  man  came  striding  swift¬ 
ly  up  the  street. 

It  was  Big  Ike. 

“Hold  on  !”  he  cried.  “Is  J ake  Favor  aboard  thet  stage  ?” 

There  was  a  commotion. 

“No,  he  ain’t,”  replied  the  driver.  “What’s  wrong  now, 
Ike  ?” 

“Jes  this :  He’s  cleaned  up  his  duds  an’  disappeared.  We 
kain’t  find  him  nowhar.  I’ve  a  settlement  with  him  afore  he 
goes,  an’  if  he  tries  ter  board  this  stage,  you  hold  him  off. 
D’  yer  see  ?” 

“Yas.” 

“Wall,  mind  it  then.” 

“I’m  mindin’  it,  Ike.” 

The  detectives  exchanged  glances.  In  that  moment  they 
had  sympathy  for  Favor. 

Just  then  Ike's  gaze  fell  upon  Harry. 

“Hello !”  he  cried.  “Hyar’s  the  chap  he  was  with  last 
night.  I  say,  friend,  kin  you  tell  me  where  Jake  Favor 
has  gone  ?” 

“He  left  me  last  night  an’  came  back  to  town,”  said 
Harry.  “I  don't  know  where  he  is  now.” 

“Ye’re  Chicory  Bill,  of  White  Gulch?” 

“Yes.” 

“Wall,  did  he  say  anything  to  ye  about  any  plans?  Did 
he  speak  of  leaving  Golden  City  ?” 

“Not  a  word.” 

“That’s  queer.  Look  at  that.” 

Bent  held  up  a  bit  of  note  paper. 

Harry  glanced  over  it  with  much  surprise. 

“On  my  word,”  he  exclaimed.  “That  is  very  odd.” 

Thus  the  paper  read : 

“Friend  Ike — You  an'  I  hev  traveled  together  a  long 
while,  but  ^e  hev  come  to  the  parting  of  the  ways.  I  must 
take  my  leave,  but  afore  I  go,  I  kin  only  sav  to  you,  thet  the 
old  Harry  is  hot  on  your  heels.  Git  up  an’  git  the  minnit 
you  read  this  or  you  are  lost.  Yours,  J.  FAVOR." 

“What  do  ye  think  of  it?”  asked  Bent/  “Ain't  he  crazy?" 

“It  is  very  strange,”  agreed  HArry. 

“\\  all,  I  should  say  so.  1  don't  know  whether  he's  lunv 
or  what  not.  I  wanter  see  him.” 

“Why  don't  you  make  a  chase  for  him?  I'll  help  ye." 

“You  will?" 

“Yes.” 


THE  BRADYS  AND  THE  DEAD-SHOT  GANG. 


25 


"Then  it's  a  go.  I'll  git  my  cayuse  at  once.” 

Bent  dashed  into  the  corral  back  of  the  hotel.  Old  King 
Brady,  with  Dean  and  Peterson,  had  heard  all  and  now  the 
old  detective  drew  near  Harry. 

"What  is  the  plan  ?"  asked  the  old  detective. 

"I  see  no  better  opportunity  for  working  the  decoy.” 

“Capital !  We  can  make  a  prisoner  of  him  and  hold  him 
till  we  get  Conroy,  which  should  be  before  another  night.” 

“To  be  sure.” 

The  plan  certainly  seemed  a  clever  one. 

It  was  therefore  left  to  Harry  to  carry  it  out. 

Bent  now  appeared  leading  a  couple  of  ponies. 

“Come  on,  Chicory,”  he  called.  “I’ve  got  a  hoss  fer  you. 
I'll  catch  that  Favor  or  I’ll  know  the  reason  why.” 

“All  right,  Ike,"  agreed  the  pseudo  Chicory  Bill. 

The  two  men  vaulted  into  the  saddle  and  galloped  away. 
They  rode  out  of  town  upon  the  mountain  trail. 

It  was  not  long  before  another  party  followed  then! 

This  consisted  of  three  men,  the  big  Wapsie  Joe,  Dean 
and  Peterson. 

They  rode  slowly  on  the  trail  of  the  two  men  ahead. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  trail  led  them  deep  into  a  wild 
park -or  pocket  in  the  hills. 

Then  siyldenly  Old  King  Brady  put  spurs  to  his  cayuse. 

“Come  on,”  he  said.  “Let  us  ride  them  down.” 

All  dashed  forward  at  a  lively  gait. 

In  a  few  moments  they  turned  the  mountain  wall  and 
came  full  upon  Harry  and  Big  Ike. 

They  were  sitting  upon  their  horses  looking  off  across  the 
great  valley  below. 

Big  Ike  wheeled  his  horse  like  a  flash. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

WHICH  ENDS  THE  CASE. 

Big  Ike  stared  at  the  three  newcomers.  Then  his  face 

darkened. 

A  curse  dropped  from  his  lips. 

“What  the  devil  is  all  this?”  he  demanded.  “Are  we  fol¬ 
lowed  ?” 

“Hello !”  said  Harry.  “It  is  friends  all  right.” 

“Friends  •?” 

“Yes.” 

“Of  yours  it  must  be.” 

“Well,  yes,  of  mine.  But  you  must  know  Wapsie  Joe?” 
Big  Ike  scowled. 

He  reined  his  horse  back.  His  face  was  as  black  as  a 

thunder  cloud. 

“Let  ’em  go  on,”  he  said,  gruffly.  “I’ve  no  use  for  ’em.” 
“Hello,  boys!”  cried  the  pseudo  Chicory  Bill,  familiarly. 

“Out  pro-p'eting,  1  take  it?” 

“No,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “We’re  lookin’  for 

game.” 


“Yes.” 

“What  kind  ?” 

“Why,  human  game.” 

“The  deuce  !  1  hope  I  am  not  the  game  ?  How  is  it  ?” 

“Oh,  no.  It  is  your  companion.” 

“My  companion?” 

Big  Ike  reined  his  cayuse  back  like  a  wolf  at  bay.  It  was 
certain  that  he  did  not  understand  or  like  the  situation. 

“Do  ye  mean  me  ?”  he  growled.  “I  kin  tell  ye  I  don’t  like 
joking.” 

“I  hope  you’ll  not  do  us  the  injustice  to  accuse  us  of  that,” 
said  Dean,  with  a  smile.  “I  assure  you  we  are  dead  in 
earnest.” 

“You  are,  eh?”  -  ^ 

“Yes,  or,  at  least,  I  am.” 

“Who  the  devil  are  you  ?” 

De§n  bent  a  keen  gaze  upon  the  villain. 

“You  dare  ask  me  that  question?” 

“I  do.” 

“Then  you  do  not  recognize  me?” 

“Of  course  I  don’t.  I  never  saw  you  before.” 

“Yes,  you  have.  Just  tax  your  memory.  Did  you  never 
meet  me  in  New  York  City?” 

The  villain  gave  a  violent  start.  He  looked  at  Dean  in  a 
searching  way.  His  face  was  a  trifle  pale. 

“I  don’t  know  you,”  he  said. 

“Yes,  you  do.  Look  me  square  in  the  eye.  I  am  the  man 
you  tried  to  send  to  the  gallows.  You  are  the  man  who 
murdered  James  Foss.  Now,  do  you  know  me?” 

Big  Ike  gasped  and  turned  a  grayish  pallor.  His  eyes 
burned  like  hot  coals. 

“Dudley  Dean !”  he  said,  hoarsely. 

“You  know  me.” 

“What  are  you  doing  here  ?” 

“I  am  seeking  you,  to  demand  that  you  right  that  awful 
wrong.  I  have  fled  from  civilized  haunts  with  the  brand 
of  murderer  falsely  placed  upon  me.  You  can  remove  it. 
I  mean  that  you  shall  do  so.” 

Big  Ike  slowly  recovered  himself.  He  glanced  at  the 
others  and  his  lip  curled  in  a  cynical  smile. 

“You  are  the  man  who  killed  James  Foss,”  he  said.  “You 
were  justly  convicted.” 

“That  is  a  lie  and  you  know  it.  Will  you  vindicate  me  ?” 

“Vindicate  you?” 

“Yes.” 

“How  am  I  going  to  do  that  ?” 

“Give  evidence  that  I  am  innocent.  Admit  that  you  are 
the  murderer  and  set  the  matter  right.” 

Big  Ike  whistled. 

“You  must  think  I  am  soft,”  he  said.  “Why  should  I 
do  that  ?  My  neck  is  out  of  the  halter.  I  am  not  a  fool.” 

“Then  you  refuse  to  do  it?” 

“Of  course  I  do.” 

“You  know  that  you  are  the  guilty  man.  Is  not  that  so?” 

“I  admit  nothing.  Bah!  What  am  1  wasting  time  here 

for.  Come  on,  Chicory  Bill.  We  will - ” 

I  “Not  yot !” 
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To  his  sheer  horror  and  amazement  Ike  looked  into  the 
dark  muzzle  of  a  revolver  held  by  Chicory. 

“W-what  the  devil  are  you  doing?”  he  gasped. 

“I  am  making  a  prisoner  of  you,  my  friend,”  said  Chic¬ 
ory.  “Ana  I  want  to  tell  you  that  I  have  perfectly  clear 
proof  of  your  guilt.  Get  down  off  your  horse.” 

“But - ” 

“No  back  talk!  Get  down!” 

White  with  rage,  Bent  glared  at  the  other.  But  he  slowly 
obeyed. 

“W- what’s  the  matter  with  ye?”  he  demanded.  “I 
thought  ye  was  rock  bottom,  Chicory.  You  throw  away  your 
best  friend  when  you  throw  me  away.” 

“You  never  were  a  friend  to  anybody,”  declared  Chicory, 
coolly.  # 

“And  ye’re  a  traitor,”  yelled  Ike,  making  a  wild  leap  for 
the  trail  below.  But  Dean  was  upon  him  like  a  wolf. 

The  others  came  to  the  young  New  Yorker’s  assistance, 
and  the  villain  was  handcuffed. 

►  I 

I 

Thus  overpowered,  he  became  sullen  and  silent. 

“Let’s  see,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “The  question  is  now, 
how  to  get  him  out  of  the  country.” 

“I’ll  tell  you,”  said  Dean.  “Father  and  I  will  take  him 
down  to  Boise  City,  while  you  catch  Conroy.” 

“That’s  a  bargain,”  cried  Harry. 

“Oh,  I  see  the  point,”  said  Big  Ike.  “Ye’re  goin’  to  take 
me  back  to  New  York.” 

“Yes.” 

“Ye  think  ye  can  convict  me  of  that  murder  ?” 

“We  can.” 

“Whar’s  yer  evidence?” 

“Here,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  as  he  produced  the  affidavit 
of  Favor,  duly  signed  and  witnessed.  With  glaring  eyes 
Bent  read  it. 

“That’s  a  forgery,”  he  gritted. 

“No  it  isn’t,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “What  is  more, 
Favor  has  agreed  to  go  into  court  and  swear  against  you  to 
save  his  own  neck.” 

Bent’s  face  was  a  fearful  picture.  The  deadliest  of  haie 
and  fury  shone  there. 

“The  cursed  traitor!”  he  gritted.  “I’ll  have  his  heart 
fo;  this.” 

“I  don’t  believe  it,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “You  have 
reached  the  end  of  your  rope,  Ike  Bent.” 

But  Bent  remained  defiant.  However,  arrangements  were 
soon  made,  and  he  was  led  away  by  Dean  and  Peterson,  and 
the  Bradys  set  out  on  their  return  to  the  town. 

When  they  arrived  there,  they  were  given  a  surprise. 

At  the  hotel  entrance  a  man  stepped  out  of  the  barroom. 


It  was  Jake  Favor. 

“Did  ye  git  him  ?”  he  asked. 

He  was  pale  and  trembling. 

“Yes.”  *  ■ 

“Where  is  he  now.” 

“Under  arrest  and  on  his  way  to  Boise  City.” 

Favor  wiped  the  cold  sweat  from  his  brow. 

“Whew !”  he  exclaimed.  “I  hope  he  don’t  git  away.  If 
Hie  does,  it’s  all  up  with  me.  I’ve  seen  Conroy.” 

“Oh,  you  have !”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady. 

“Yes,  and  he  agrees  to  back  me  up  on  the  same  terms  you 
gave  me.” 

^  “That’s  all  right.  Neither  one  of  you  had  a  hand  in  the 
murder  ?” 

Favor  hesitated  a  moment. 

“Well,”  he  said.  “We  was  there.  But  Bent  did  the  job.” 
“Then  you  were  accessories?” 

“I  suppose  so.” 

“Well,”  said  the  old  detective,  “I’ll  fix  that.  Come  to 
New  York  with  us  and  make  your  depositions  to  the  District 
Attorney.  We  will  see  that  you  get  free.”  * 

“Is  that  square?” 

“Yes.” 

“All  right,”  and  the  fellow  gave  a  shrill  whistle.  Conroy 
at  once  appeared  on  the  scene. 

“It's  all  right,  Pete,”  said  Favor.  “You  agree  to  it  ?” 

“On  the  same  terms,”  said  Flash  Pete. 

“Yes.”  | 

“All  right.”  '  r- 

Arrangements  were  quickly  made.  The  two  villains 
mounted  horses  and  rode  out  of  town  at  once  with  the 
Bradys. 

The  Dead-Shot  Gang  was  thus  broken  up,  and  its  power  - 
in  Golden  City  ended  forever. 

In  due  time  the  Bradys,  with  their  charges,  reached  Boise 
City.  They  found  Dean  and, Peterson  there  in  waiting. 
Big  lie  was  in  the  jail. 

An  early  train,  after  the  securing  of  requisition  papers, 
took  them  East. 

In  due  time  they  rolled  into  New  York  City.  The  pris¬ 
oner  was  at  once  lodged  in  the  Tombs. 

I  lien  kavor  and  (  onroy  went  before  the  proper  authori- 

ti(>  and  made  a  full  confession  implicating  Bent  in  the 
murder. 


Their  sworn  testimony  was  taken.  Then  they  furnished 
bonds  for  appearance  at  the  trial. 


It  was  arranged,  however,  that  these  bonds 
forfeited.  .The  two  witnesses  were  furnished 
short  term  of  imprisonment  for  each. 


won'  never 
with  a  very 
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But  Big  Ike  was  easily  convicted. 

He  was  sentenced  to  die  in  the  electric  chair.  Seeing  that 
the  game  was  up,  lie  made  a  full  confession  of  the  crime. 

Thus,  after  a  long  period,  and  with  the  blight  of  a  false 
charge  against  him,  Dudley  Dean  Was  able  to  face  the  world 
once  more  cleared  of  the  stain  upon  his  honor. 

The  mystery  of  the  Foss  murder  was  then  unravelled. 

‘‘And  it  is  all  owing  to  the  wonderful  work  of  the  Bradys,” 
declared  Dean,  gratefully.  “I  shall  never  forget  it.” 


The  two  keen  detectives  came  in  for  much  praise.  The 
chief  was  delighted. 

“But  1  have  another  case  for  you,”  he  declared.  “If  you 

.  ^ 

handle  it  as  well,  you  will  win  fresh  glory.  It  is  the  most 
difficult  yet.” 

“We  will  do  our  best,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  modestly. 
What  this  case  was  we  will  leave  it  to  a  future  story  to 
disclose. 

THE  END. 


Bead  “THE  BRADYS  WITH  A  CIRCUS;  OR,  OH  THE  ROAD  WITH  THE  WILD  BEAST  TAMERS,” 

,  which  will  be  the  next  number  (131)  of  “Secret  Service.” 
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LATEST  ISSUES. 

62  A  Fireman  at  Sixteen  ;  or,  Through  Flame  and  Smoke, 

by  Ex  Fire  Chief  Warden 

6o  Lost  at  the  South  Pole  :  or,  The  Kingdom  of  Ice, 

^  .  _  by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

64  A  Poor  Irish  Boy;  or,  Fighting  H's  Own  Way, 

.  ^  „  by  Corporal  Morgan  Rattler 

65  Monte  Cristo,  Jr.  ;  or,  The  Diamonds  of  the  Borgias, 

by  Howard  Austin 

bb  Robinson  Crusoe,  Jr.,  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

67  Jack  Jordan  of  New  York;  or,  A  Nervy  Young  American, 

by  Howard  Austin 

6S  The  Block  House  Boys ;  or,  The  Young  Pioneers  of  the  Great 

Lakes,  by  an  Old  Scout 

69  From  Bootblack  to  Broker;  or,  The  Luck  of  a  Wall  Street 

Boy,  by  a  Retired  Broker 

70  Eighteen  Diamond  Eyes ;  or,  The  Nine-Headed  Idol  of  Cey¬ 

lon,  by  Berton  Bertrew 

71  Phil,  the  Boy  Fireman  ;  or,  Through  Flames  to  Victory, 

by  Ex  Fire  Chief  Warden 

72  The  Boy  Silver  King ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  Two  Lives, 

by  Allyn  Draper 

73  The  Floating  School ;  or,  Dr.  Bircham’s  Bad  Boys’  Academy, 

/  by  Howard  Austin 

74  Frank  Fair  in  Congress;  or,  A  Boy  Among  Our  Lawmakers, 

by  Hal  Standish 

75  Dunning  &  Co.,  the  Boy  Brokers,  by  a  Retired  Broker 

76  The  Rocket ;  or,  Adventures  in  the  Air,  by  Allyn  Draper 

77  The  First  Glass;  or,  The  Woes  of  Wins,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

78  Will,  the  Whaler,  by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

79  The  Demon  of  the  Desert,  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

50  Captain  Lucifer ;  or,  The  Secret  of  the  Slave  Ship, 

by  Hov7E.ru  Austin 

51  Nat  o’  the  Night,  by  Berton  Bertrew 

82  The  Search  for  the  Sunken  Ship,  by  Capt.  Thos,  H.  Wilson 

S3  Dick  Duncan;  or,  The  Blight  of  the  Fowl,  .  ;  Cr.o.  L\  Dowd 

84  Daring  Dan,  the  Pride  of  the  Pedee,  by  Geneie  j.:e.  .1.  V.  ,rdon 

85  The  Iron  Spirit;  or,  The  Mysteries  of  the  Pla'r: 

’  '  w  .  G.d  Scout 

86  Roily  Rock  :  or,  Chasing  the  Mountain  Bandits,  j.s.  C.  Merritt 

87  Five  Years  in  the  Grassy  Sea,  by  Capt.  rhos.  H.  Wilson 

88  The  Mysterious  Cave,  by  Allyn  Draper 

89  The  Fly-by-Nights ;  or,  The  Mysterious  Riders  of  the  Revo¬ 

lution,  by  Berton  Bertrew 

90  The  Golden  Idol,  by  Howard  Austin 

91  The  Red  House ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  Dead  Man’s  Bluff, 

by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

92  The  Discarded  Son ;  or.  The  Curse  of  Drink,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

93  General  Crook’s  Boy  Scout ;  or,  Beyond  the  Sierra  Madres, 

by  an  Old  Scout 

94  The  Bullet  Charmer.  A  Story  of  the  American  Revolution, 

by  Berton  Bertrew 

95  On  a  Floating  Wreck ;  or,  Drifting  Around  the  World, 

by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

96  The  French  Wolves,  by  Allyn  Draper 

97  A  Desperate  Game ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  Dion  Travers’  Life, 

by  Howard 

98  The  Young  King ;  or,  Dick  Dunn  in  Search  of  His  Brother, 

by  Jas.  C.  Merric- 

99  Joe  Jeckel,  The  Prince  of  Firemen,  by  Ex  Fire  Chief  Warden 

100  The  Boy  Railroad  King ;  or,  Fighting  for  a  Fortune, 

by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

101  Frozen  In;  or,  An  American  Boy’s  Luck,  by  Howard  Austin 

102  Toney,  the  Boy  Clown  ;  or,  Across  the  Continent  With  a 

Circus,  by  Berton  Bertrew 

103  His  First  Drink  ;  or,  Wrecked  by  Wine,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

104  The  Little  Captain  ;  or,  The  Island  of  Gold, 

by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

165  The  Merman  of  Killarney  :  or,  The  Outlaw  of  the  Lake, 

by  Allyn  Draper 

106  In  the  Ice.  A  Story  of  the  Arctic  Regions,  by  Howard  Austin 

107  Arnold’s  Shadow;  or,  The  Traitor’s  Nemesis, 

by  General  Jas.  A.  Gordon 

108  The  Broken  Pledge  ;  or,  Downward,  Step  by  Step, 

by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

109  Old  Disaster ;  or,  The  Perils  of  the  Pioneers,  by  an  Old  Scout 

110  The  Haunted  Mansion.  A  Tale  of  Mystery,  by  Allyn  Draper 

111  No.  6;  or,  The  Young  Firemen  of  Carbondale, 

by  Ex  Fire  Chief  Warden 

112  Deserted;  or,  Thrilling  Adventures  in  the  Frozen  North. 

by  Howard  Austin 


113  A  Glass  of  Wine  ;  or,  Ruined  by  a  Social  Club,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

114  The  Three  Doors  ;  or,  Half  a  Million  in  Gold,  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

115  The  Deep  Sea  Treasure ;  or,  Adventures  Afloat  and  Ashore, 

by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

116  Mustang  Matt,  The  Prince  of  Cowboys,  by  an  Old  Scout 

117  The  Wild  Bull  of  Kerry  ;  or,  A  Battle  for  Life,  by  Allyn  Draper 

118  The  Scarlet  Shroud  ;  or,  The  Fate  of  the  Five,  by  Howard  Austin 

119  Brake  and  Throttle;  or,  A  Boy  Engineer’s  Luck, 

by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

120  Two  Old  Coins ;  or,  Found  in  the  Elephant  Cave, 

by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

121  The  Boy  Courier  of  Siberia ;  or,  The  League  of  the  Russian 

Prison  Mines,  by  Allan  Arnold 

122  The  Secret  of  Page  99  ;  or.  An  Old  Book  Cover,  by  Allyn  Draper 

123  Resolute  No.  10  ;  or,  The  Boy  Fire  Company  of  Fulton, 

by  Ex  Fire  Chief  Warden 

124  The  Boy  Scouts  of  the  Susquehanna  ;  or,  The  Young  Heroes 

of  the  Wyoming  Valley,  by  an  Old  Scout 

125  The  Boy  Banker ;  or,  From  a  Cent  to  a  Million, 

by  H.  K.  Shackleford 

126  Shore  Line  Sam,  the  Young  Southern  Engineer  ;  or.  Rail¬ 

roading  in  War  Times,  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

127  On  the  Brink  ;  or,  The  Perils  of  Social  Drinking,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

128  The  13th  of  October,  1863,  by  Allyn  Draper 

129  Through  an  Unknown  Land ;  or,  The  Boy  Canoeist  of 

Quanza,  by  Allan  Arnold 

130  The  Blue  Door.  A  Romance  of  Mystery, 

by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

131  Running  with  No.  6  ;  or,  The  Boy  Firemen  of  Franklin, 

by  Ex  Fire  Chief  Warden 

132  Little  Red  Cloud,  The  Boy  Indian  Chief,  by  an  Old  Scout 

133  Safety-Valve  Steve;  or,  The  Boy  Engineer  of  the  R.  H.  & 

W.,  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

134  The  Drunkard’s  Victim,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

135  Abandoned  ;  or,  The  Wolf  Man  of  the  Island, 

by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

136  The  Two  Schools  at  Oakdale ;  or,  The  Rival  Students  of 

Corrina  Lake,  by  Allyn  Draper 

137  The  Farmer’s  Son  ;  or,  A  Young  Clerk’s  Downfall.  A  Story 

of  Country  and  City  Life,  by  Howard  Austin 

138  The  Old  Stone  Jug;  or,  Wine,  Cards  and  Ruin,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

139  Jack  Wright  and  His  Deep  Sea  Monitor ;  or,  Searching  for 

a  Ton  of  Gold,  by  “Noname” 

140  The  Richest  Boy  in  the  World  ;  or,  The  Wonderful  Adven¬ 

tures  of  a  Young  American,  by  Allyn  Draper 

141  The  Haunted  Lake.  A  Strange  Story,  by  Allyn  Draper 

112  In  the  Frozen  North  ;  or,  Ten  Years  in  the  Ice,  by  Howard  Austin 

143  Around  the  World  on  a  Bicycle.  A  Story  of  Adventures  in 

Many  Lands,  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

144  Young  Captain  Rock  ;  or,  The  First  of  the  White  Boys, 

by  Allyn  Draper 

145  A  Sheet  of  Blotting  Paper ;  or,  The  Adventures  of  a  Young 

Inventor,  by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

146  The  Diamond  Island ;  or,  Astray  in  a  Balloon,  by  Allan  Airnold 

147  In  the  Saddle  from  New  York  to  San  Francisco,  by  Allyn  Draper 

148  The  Haunted  Mill  on  the  Marsh,  by  Howard  Austin 

149  The  Young  Crusader.  A  True  Temperance  Story,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

150  The  Island  of  Fire  :  or,  The  Fate  of  a  Missing  Ship, 

by  Allan  Arnold 

151  The  Witch  Hunter’s  Ward;  or,  The  Hunted  Orphans  of  Salem, 

by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

152  The  Castaway’s  Kingdom;  or,  A  Yankee  Sailor  Boy’s  Pluck, 

by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  "Wilson 

15  3  Worth  a  Million;  or,  A  Boy’s  Fight  for  Justice.  by  Allyn  Draper 

154  The  Drunkard’s  Warning;  or,  The  FruAs  of  the  Wine  Cup, 

by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

155  The  Black  Diver ;  or,  Dick  Sherman  in  the  Gulf, 

by  Allan  Arnold 

156  The  Haunted  Belfry  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Old  Church 

Tower,  by  Howard  Austin 

157  The  House  with  Three  Windows,  by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

158  Three  Old  Men  of  the  Sea ;  or,  The  Boys  of  Grey 

Rock  Beach,  by  Cap’t  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

159  3,000  Years  Old  ;  or,  The  Lost  Gold  Mine  of  the  Hatchepee 

Hills,  by  Allyn  Draper 

160  Lost  In  the  Ice,  by  Howard  Austin 

161  The  Yellow  Diamond ;  or,  Groping  In  the  Dark, 

by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

162  The  Land  of  Gold ;  or,  Yankee  Jack’s  Adventures  in  Early 

Australia,  by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 
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A  Weekly  Magazine  containing  Stories  of  the  American  Revolution. 
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ANOTHER  ONE! 

Stories  4  nf  the  Revolution. 


A  Weekly  Magazine  containing  Stories  of  the  American  Revolution. 

By  HARRY  MOORE. 

DON’T  FAIL  TO  READ  IT  ! 

These  stories  are  based  on  actual  facts  and  give  a  faithful 
account  of  the  exciting  adventures  of  a  brave  band  of  American 
youths  who  were  always  ready  and  willing  to  imperil  their  lives 
for  the  sake  of  helping  along  the  gallant  cause  of  Independence. 
Every  number  will  consist  of  32  large  pages  of  reading  matter, 
bound  in  a  beautiful  colored  cover. 


1  The  Liberty  Boys  of  ’76;  or,  Fighting  for  Freedom. 

2  The  Liberty  Boys’  Oath;  or,  Settling  With  the  British  and 

Tories. 

3  The  Liberty  Boys’  Good  Work;  or,  Helping  General  Wash¬ 

ington. 

4  The  Liberty  Boys  on  Hand;  or,  Always  in  the  Right  Place. 

5  The  Liberty  Boys’  Nerve;  or,  Not  Afraid  of.  the  King’s 

Minions. 

6  The  Liberty  Boys5  Defiance;  or,  “Catch  and  Hang  Us  if 

You  can.” 


the  Revolution. 

8  The  Liberty  Boys’  Hard  Fight;  or,  Beset  by  British  and 

Tories.  t 

9  The  Liberty  Boys  to  the  Rescue;  or,  A  Host  Within  Them- 

✓  selves.  % 

10  The  Liberty  Boys’  Narrow  Escape;  or,  A  Neck-and-Neck 

Race  With  Death. 

11  The  Liberty  Boys’  Pluck;  or,  Undaunted  by  Odds. 

12  The  Liberty  Boys’  Peril;  or,  Threatened  from  All  Sides. 

13  The  Liberty  Boys’  Luck;  or,  Fortune  Favors  the  Brave. 


14  The  Liberty  Boys’  Ruse;  or,  Fooling  the  British. 

15  The  Liberty  Bo  's’  Trap,  and  What  They  Caught  in  It. 

16  The  Liberty  Boys  Puzzled;  or,  The  Tories’  Clever  Scheme. 

17  The  Liberty  Boys’  Great  Stroke;  or,  Capturing  a  British 

Man-of-War.  *  • 

18  The  Liberty  Boys’  Challenge;  or,  Patriots  vs.  Redcoats. 

19  The  Liberty  Boys  Trapped;  or,  The  Beautiful  Tory. 

20  The  Liberty  Boys’  Mistake;  or,  “What  Might  Have  Been.” 

21  The  Liberty  Boys’  Fine  Work;  or,  Doing  Things  Up  Brown. 

22  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Bay;  or,  The  Closest  Call  of  All. 

or,  Making  It  Warm 

for  the  Redcoats. 

24  The  Liberty  Boys’  Double  Victory;  or,  Downing  the  Red¬ 

coats  and  Tories. 

25  The  Liberty  Boys  Suspected;  or,  Taken  for  British  Spies. 

26  The  Liberty  Boys’  Clever  Trick;  or,  Teaching  the  Redcoats 

a  Thing  or  Two. 

27  The  Liberty  Boys’  Good  Spy  Work;  or.  With  the  Redcoats 

in  Philadelphia. 

28  The  Liberty  Boys’  Battle  Cry;  or,  With  Washington  at  the 

Brandywine. 


7  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Demand;  or,  The  Champion  Spies  of  ,  23  The  Liberty  Boys  on  Their  Mettle; 
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READ  ONE  AND  YOU  WILL  READ  THEM  ALL. 
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or,  His  Bicycle  Race  to  Save  a  Mil* 


Fred  Fearnot ;  or,  Schooldays  at  Avon 
Fred  Fearnot,  Detective ;  or,  Balking  a  Desperate  Game. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Daring  Rescue  ;  or,  A  Hero  in  Spite  of  Himself. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Narrow  Escape  ;  or.  The  Plot  that  Failed. 

Fred  Fearnot  at  Avon  Again  ;  or,  His  Second  Term  at  School. 

Fred  Fearnot's  Pluck  ;  or.  His  Race  to  Save  a  Life. 

Fred  Fearnot  as  an  Actor ;  or,  Fame  Before  the  Footlights. 

8  Fred  Fearnot  at  Sea  ;  or,  A  Chase  Across  the  Ocean. 

9  Fred  Fearnot  Out  West ;  or,  Adventures  With  the  Cowboys. 

Fred  Feaimot's  Great  Peril ;  or,  Running  Down  the  Counterfeiters. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Double  Victory ;  or.  Killing  Two  Birds  with  One 

Stone. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Game  Finish 
lion. 

Fred  Fearnot's  Great  Run  ;  or.  An  Engineer  for  a  Week. 

Fred  Fearnot's  Twenty  Rounds ;  or.  His  Fight  to  Save  His  Honor. 

15  Fred  Fearnot's  Engine  Company  ;  or,  Brave  Work  as  a  Fireman. 

16  Fred  Fearnot's  Good  Work;  or.  Helping  a  Friend  in  Need. 

17  Fred  Fearnot  at  College  ;  or,  Work  and  Fun  at  Yale. 

18  Fred  Fearnot’s  Luck  ;  or,  Fighting  an  Unseen  Foe. 

19  Fred  Fearnot’s  Defeat ;  or,  A  Fight  Against  Great  Odds. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Own  Show  ;  or,  On  the  Road  With  a  Combination. 
Fred  Fearnot  in  Chicago  .  or,  The  Abduction  of  Evelyn. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Grit ;  or,  Running  Down  a  Desperate  Thief. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Camp  ;  or,  Hunting  for  Big  Game. 

Fred  Fearnot's  B.  B.  Ciub  ;  or,  The  Nine  that  Was  Never  Beaten. 
Fred  Fearnot  in  Phnadelphia  ;  or,  Solving  the  Schuylkill  Mystery. 
Fred  Fearnot's  Famous  Stroke  ;  or.  The  Winning  Crew  of  Avon. 


10 

11 

12 

13 

14 


20 
21 
22 

23 

24 

25 

26 

27  Fred  Fearnot’s  Double ;  or,  Unmasking  a  Dangerous  Rival. 

28  Fred  Fearnot  In  Boston  ;  or,  Downing  the  Bully  of  Back  Bay. 

29  Fred  Fearnot’s  Home  Run  ;  or,  The  Second  Tour  of  His  Nine. 

30  Fred  Fearnot’s  Side  Show  ;  or.  On  the  Road  With  a  Circus. 

31  Fred  Fearnot  in  London  ;  or,  Terry  Olcott  in  Danger. 

32  Fred  Fearnot  in  Paris ;  or,  Evelyn  and  the  Frenchman. 

33  Fred  Fearnot’s  Double  Duel ;  or,  Bound  to  Show  His  Nerve. 

34  Fred  Fearnot  in  Cuba ;  or,  Helping  “Uncle  Sam.” 

35  Fred  Fearnot’s  Danger  ;  or,  Three  Against  One. 

36  Fred  Fearnot’s  Pledge  ;  or,  Loyal  to  His  Friends. 

37  Fred  Fearnot's  Flyers  ;  or,  The  Bicycle  League  of  Avon. 

38  Fred  Fearnot’s  Flying  Trip  ;  or,  Around  the  World  On  Record  Time. 

39  Fred  Fearnot’s  Froiics  ;  or,  Having  Fun  W'ith  Friends  and  Foes. 

40  Fred  Fearnot’s  Triumph  ;  or,  Winning  His  Case  in  Court. 

41  Fred  Fearnot’s  Close  Call ;  or,  Punishing  a  Treacherous  Foe. 

42  Fred  Fearnot’s  Big  Bluff ;  or,  Working  for  a  Good  Cause. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Ranche;  or,  Roughing  it  in  Colorado. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Speculation  ;  or,  Outwitting  the  Land  Sharks 
Fred  Fearnot  in  the  Clouds  ;  or,  Evelyn’s  Narrow  Escape. 

Fred  Fearnot  at  Yale  Again  ;  or,  Teaching  the  College  Boys  New 

Tricks. 

47  Fred  Fearnot’s  Mettle  ;  or,  Hot  Work  Against  Enemies. 

48  Fred  Fearnot  in  Wall  Street ;  or,  Making  and  Losing  a  Million. 

49  Fred  Fearnot’s  Desperate  Ride  ;  or,  A  Dash  to  Save  Evelyn. 

50  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Mystery  ;  or,  How  Terry  Proved  His  Courage. 

51  Fred  Fearnot’s  Betrayal  ;  or,  The  Mean  Work  of  a  False  Friend. 

52  Fred  Fearnot  in  the  Klondike  ;  or,  Working  the  “Dark  Horse”  Claim. 

53  Fred  Fearnot’s  Skate  For  Life  ;  or,  Winning  the  “Ice  Flyers’  ”  Pen¬ 

nant. 

54  Fred  Fearnot’s  Rival ;  or,  Betrayed  by  a  Female  Enemy. 

55  Fred  Fearnot’s  Defiance  ;  or,  His  Great  Fight  at  Dedham  Lake. 

56  Fred  Fearnot's  Big  Contract :  or,  Running  a  County  Fair. 

Fred  Fearnot's  Daring  Deed  ;  or,  Saving  Terry  from  the  Lynchers. 
Fred  Fearnot's  Revenge;  or,  Defeating  a  Congressman. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Trap  ;  or,  Catching  the  Train  Robbers. 

Fred  Fearnot  at  Harvard  :  or,  Winning  the  Games  for  Yale. 

Fred  Fearnot's  Ruse  ;  or,  Turning  Tramp  to  Save  a  Fortune. 

Fred  Fearnot  in  Manila ;  or,  Plotting  to  Catch  Aguinaldo. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  Oom  Paul ;  or,  Battling  for  the  Boers. 

64  Fred  Fearnot  in  Johannesburg;  or,  The  Terrible  Ride  to  Kimberley. 

65  Fred  Fearnot  in  Kafflr-land  ;  or,  Hunting  for  the  Lost  Diamond. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Lariat ;  or,  How  He  Caught  His  Man. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Wild  West  Show  :  or,  The  Biggest  Thing  on  Earth 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Tour ;  or,  Managing  an  Opera  Queen. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Minstrels;  or,  Terry’s  Great  Hit  as  an  End  Man. 
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70  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Duke ;  or,  Baffling  a  Fortune  Hunter. 

71  Fred  Fearnot’s  Day  ;  or,  The  Great  Reunion  at  Avon. 

72  Fred  Fearnot  in  the  South  ;  or,  Out  with  Old  Bill  Bland. 

73  Fred  Fearnot's  Museum  ;  or,  Backing  Knowledge  with  Fun. 

74  Fred  Fearnot's  Athletic  School ;  or,  Making  Brain  and  Brawn. 

75  Fred  Fearnot  Mystified  :  or,  The  Disappearance  of  Terry  Olcott. 

76  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Governor  ;  or,  Working  Hard  to  Save  a  Life 

77  Fred  Fearnot’s  Mistake  ;  or,  Up  Against  His  Match. 

78  Fred  Fearnot  in  Texas  :  or,  Terry's  Man  from  Abilene. 

Fred  Fearnot  as  a  Sheriff;  or,  Breaking  up  a  Desperate  Gang. 

Fred  Fearnot  Baflied  ;  or,  Outwitted  by  a  Woman. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Wit,  and  How  It  Saved  His  Life. 

Fred  Fearnot's  Great  Prize  ;  or.  Working  Hard  to  Win. 

Fred  Fearnot  at  Bay  ;  or,  His  Great  Fight  for  Life. 

Fred  Fearnot's  Disguise  ;  or,  Following  a  Strange  Clew. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Moose  Hunt ;  or,  Adventures  in  the  Maine  Woods. 

86  Fred  Fearnot's  Oratory  ;  or,  Fun  at  the  Girls’  High  School. 

87  Fred  Fearnot's  Big  Heart ;  or,  Giving  the  Poor  a  Chance. 

Fred  Fearnot  Accused  ;  or,  Tricked  by  a  Villain. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Pluck  ;  or,  Winning  Against  Odds. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Deadly  Peril ;  or,  His  Narrow  Escape  from  Ruin. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Wild  Ride  ;  or,  Saving  Dick  Duncan’s  Life. 

Fred  Fearnot's  Long  Chase  ;  or,  Trailing  a  Cunning  Villain. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Last  Shot,  and  How  It  Saved  a  Life. 

Fred  h’earnot's  Common  Sense  ;  or,  The  Best  Way  Out  of  Trouble. 

95  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Find  ;  or,  Saving  Terry  Olcott’s  Fortune. 

96  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Sultan  :  or,  Adventures  on  the  Island  of  Sulu. 

97  Fred  Fearnot’s  Silvery  Tongue;  or,  Winning  an  Angry  Mob. 

98  Fred  Fearnot’s  Strategy  ;  or,  Outwitting  a  Troublesome  Couple. 

99  Fred  Fearnot’s  Little  Joke  ;  or.  Worrying  Dick  and  Terry. 

100  Fred  Fearnot’s  Muscle  ;  or,  Holding  His  Own  Against  Odds. 

101  Fred  Fearnot  on  Hand  ;  or,  Showing  Up  at  the  Right  Time. 

102  Fred  Fearnot’s  Puzzle  ;  or,  Worrying  the  Bunco  Steerers. 

103  Fred  Fearnot  and  Evelyn  ;  or,  The  Infatuated  Rival. 

104  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wager ;  or,  Downing  a  Brutal  Sport. 

105  Fred  Fearnot  at  St.  Simons  :  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Georgia  Island. 

106  Fred  Fearnot  Deceived  ;  or,  After  the  Wrong  Man. 

107  Fred  Fearnot’s  Charity  ;  or,  Teaching  Others  a  Lesson. 

108  Fred  Fearnot  as  “The  Judge;”  or,  Heading  off  the  Lynchers. 

109  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Clown  ;  or.  Saving  the  Old  Man’s  Place. 

110  Fred  Fearnot’s  Fine  Work  ;  or,  Up  Against  a  Crank. 

111  Fred  Fearnot’s  Bad  Break  ;  or,  W’hat  Happened  to  Jones. 

112  Fred  Fearnot's  Round  Up;  or,  A  Lively  Time  on  the  Ranche. 

113  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Giant;  or,  A  Hot  Time  in  Cheyenne. 

114  Fred  Fearnot’s  Cool  Nerve  ;  or,  Giving  It  Straight  to*  the  Boys. 

115  Fred  Fearnot’s  Way  ;  or,  Doing  Up  a  Sharper. 

116  Fred  Fearnot  in  a  Fix;  or,  The  Blackmailer's  Game. 

117  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  “Broncho  Buster;”  or,  A  Great  Time  In  the 

Wild  West. 

118  Fred  Fearnot  and  His  Mascot ;  or,  Evelyn’s  Fearless  Ride. 

119  Fred  Fearnot’s  Strong  Arm  ;  or,  The  Bad  Man  of  Arizona 

120  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  “Tenderfoot ;”  or,  Having  Fun  with  the  Cow¬ 

boys. 

121  Fred  Fearnot  Captured  ;  or,  In  the  Hands  of  His  Enemies 

122  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Banker  ;  or,  A  Schemer's  Trap  to  Ruin  Him 

123  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Feat;  or,  Winning  a  Fortune  on  Skates 

124  Fred  Fearnot’s  Iron  Will  ;  or,  Standing  Up  for  the  Right. 

125  Fred  Fearnot  Cornered;  or,  Evelyn  and  the  Widow 

126  Fred  Fearnot’s  paring  Scheme:  or,  Ten  Days  in  an  Insane  Asylum. 

127  Fred  Fearnot  s  Honor;  or,  Backing  Up  His  Word  * 

fearnot  and  the  Lawyer;  or,  Young  Billy  Dedham’s  Case. 
129  Fred  Fearnot  at  W est  Point;  or,  Having  Fun  with  the  Hazers 


133  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Game;  or,  The  Hard  Work  That  Won 

134  Fred  Fearnot  in  Atlanta;  or,  The  Black  Fiend  of  Darktown 

135  Fred  Fearnot’s  Open  Hand;  or.  How  He  Helped  a  Friend 

1  3  6  Fred  Fearnot  in  Debate;  or,  The  Warmest  Member  of  the  House 
137  Fred  Fearnot  s  Great  Plea;  or,  His  Defence  of  the  “Moneyless  Man  ’ 
1  3  8  Fred  Fearnot  at  Princeton ;  or.  The  Battle  of  the  Champions 
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THE  STAGE. 

No-  41.  TIIE  BOYS  OF  .NEW  YORK  END  MEN'S  JOKE 
BOOK. — Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
most  famous  <n<l  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 


this  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 
Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
and  Irish.  Also  end  men's  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment  and  amateur  shows. 

No.  IN.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
AND  JOKE  BOOK.- — Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
boy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or¬ 


ganizing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 


No.  tio.  Ml  LDOON'S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
joke  books  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit.  humorist  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copy  immediatelv. 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
stage:  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No.  SO.  Gl  S  WILLIAMS'  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 
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No.  30.  HOW 


HOUSEKEEPING- 

TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
the.  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
The  most'  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub- 


TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
on  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish,  game  and  oysters :  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 

cooks. 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women  ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
^rackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 


ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
■ogelher  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
■to.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  04.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES. — Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
f-oils.  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
Bv  IL  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 


r  WTItRTfi  H  ft!  WTWT 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.  By  Harry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art.  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  I-t  is  the 
-  'test  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY. — A 
very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  x>arlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
money  than  any  book  published. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS. — Containing  all 
Tie  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  witty  sayings. 

No.  .Vi.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
book,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
bage,  Casino.  Forty-five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
AmUon  Pitch.  All  Fours  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 
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TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Containing  over 


puzzles  and  conundrums 


k.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A. 
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>ne  that  every  young  man  desires  to* know 
happiness  in  it. 

<)  BEHAVE. — Containing  the  rules  and  eti- 
ty  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods 
I  advantage  at  parties,  halls,  the  theatre,  church 

-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF 
t  popular  selections  in  use 
Yankee 


RECITATIONS, 
comprising  Dutch 
and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 


.dard  readings 


No.  31.  llOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER. — Containing  f 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  germ*  fratHS 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  tha  awsSS 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  IIOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  th«  Ssscfi 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 


SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT.— The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  cob* 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  SiS 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  hapM' 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
little  hook  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instru#* 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ballroom  and  at  parti«Tv 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  squash 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE.— A  complete  guide  to  lovsr 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not 
erally  known.  * 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  tat' 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL— One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  bo«&i 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 


BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet, 


illustrated 
training  of 
parrot,  etc. 


No.  39.  IIOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  A KK& 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  infil¬ 
trated.  Bv  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  'IIOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hlafe 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  bir^g.- 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  HarringfeSS 
Keene. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A  val®» 
able  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounfcSag 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  o 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keepi®&- 
taming,  breeding  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets;  also  giving 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty* 
eight  illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  M mi 
ever  published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  fa* 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry  ;  also  ©8^ 
periinents  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry. 
directions  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires  and  gas  balloo»EL 
This  book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  complete  handbook  &gg? 
making  all  kinds  of  candv,  ice  cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.  etc. 

No.  19.  FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UNITED  STATES  DISTANT 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giving  tfeffi 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United  States 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports,  hassR 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc.,  maki®$ 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handy  books  published. 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  w«©» 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  ev<&8p> 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  c©®- 
plaints. 

No.  55.  IIOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— 0«E» 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arrangt&C 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomelv  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Br 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  vahmWS 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventuwE 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER. — Cont&ili©* 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  itfig 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  ot&j 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De 
Abney. 

No.  62.  ITOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MI  LI  TABU 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittaiMffij 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties.  Staff  of  Officers,  F<pflr, 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  shoftt® 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  auttoBtgJ 
of  “How  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET.— Complete 
st.ructions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Nmvffity 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  descriptfi&KK 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  iwistyj 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navv 
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LATEST  ISSUES: 

In  and  Out:  or.  The  Two  King  Bradys  on  a  Lively  Chase. 

The  Bradys’  Hard  Light  ;  or,  After  the  l’ullman  Car  Crooks. 

Case  Number  Ten;  or.  The  Bradys  and  the  Private  Asylum  Fraud. 
The  Bradys’  Silent  Search  ;  or.  Tracking  the  Deaf  and  Dumb  Gang. 
The  Maniac  Doctor  ,  or.  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  in  Peril. 

Held  at  Bay  ;  or.  The  Bradys  on  a  Battling  Case. 

Miss  Mystery,  the  Girl  from  Chicago;  or,  Old  and  Young  King 
Brady  on  a  Dark  Trail. 

The  Bradys’  Deep  Game  ;  or.  Chasing  the  Society  Crooks. 

Hop  Lee,  the  Chinese  Slave  Dealer  ;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady 
and  the  Opium  Fiends. 

;  or.  The  Hardest  Case  of  All. 

;  or.  The  Two  King  Bradys'  Treasure  Case. 
The  Great  River  Mystery, 
or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  and  the 


The  Bradys  in  the  Dark 
The  Queen  of  Diamonds 
The  Bradys  on  Top  ;  or, 
The  Missing  Engineer  ; 

Lightning  Express. 
The  Bradys’  Fight  For 
The  Bradys'  Best  Case  ; 
The  Foot  in  the  Frog : 
Mystery  of  the  Owl 


a  Life  :  or,  A  Mystery  Hard  to  Solve. 

;  or.  Tracking  the  River  Pirates. 

:  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  and  the 
Train. 


The  Bradys'  Hard  Luck  ;  or,  Working  Against  Odds. 

The  Bradys  Battled  :  or.  In  Search  of  the  Green  Goods  Men. 

The  Opium  King:  or,  The  Bradys'  Great  Chinatown  Case. 

The  Bradys  in  Wall  Street  ;  or,  A  Plot  to  Steal  a  Million. 

The  Girl  From  Boston  ;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  on  a  Peculiar 
Case. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Shoplifters ;  or,  Hard  Work  on  a  Dry  Goods 
Case.  t 

Zig  Zag  the  Clown  ;  or.  The  Bradys'  Great  Circus  Trail. 

The  Bradys  Out  West  ;  or,  Winning  a  Hard  Case. 

After  the  Kidnappers  ;  or.  The  Bradys  on  a  False  Clue. 

Old  and  Young  King  Bradys'  Battle  ;  or.  Bound  to  Win  Their  Case. 
The  Bradys'  Race  Track  Job  ;  or.  Crooked  Work  Among  Jockeys. 
Found  in  the  Bay  ;  or,  The  Bradys  on  a  Great  Murder  Mystery. 

The  Bradys  in  Chicago  :  or.  Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Lake  Front. 
The  Bradys'  Great  Mistake  ;  or.  Shadowing  the  Wrong  Man 
The  Bradys  and  the  Mail  Mystery  :  or.  Working  for  the  Government. 
The  Bradys  Down  South  ;  or.  The  Great  Plantation  Mystery. 

The  House  in  the  Swamp  ;  or,  The  Bradys'  Keenest  Work. 

The  Knock-out-Drops  Gang;  or.  The  Bradys'  Risky  Venture. 

The  Bradys’  Close  Shave;  or.  Into  the  Jaws  of  Death. 

The  Bradys'  Star  Case  ;  or.  Working  for  Love  and  Glory. 

The  Bradys  in  ’Frisco  :  or,  A  Three  Thousand  Mile  Hunt. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Express  Thieves ;  or,  Tracing  the  Package 
Marked  "raid.” 

The  Bradys’  Hot  Chase  ;  or,  After  the  Horse  Stealers. 

The  Bradys’  Great  Wager  ;  or.  The  Queen  of  Little  Monte  Carlo. 

The  Bradys'  Double  Net  :  or.  Catching  the  Keenest  of  Criminals. 

The  Man  in  the  Steel  Mask  :  or,  The  Bradys’  Work  for  a  Great 
Fortune. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Trunk  :  or,  Working  a  Silent  Clew. 

Going  It  Blind  :  or.  The  Bradys'  Good  Luck. 

The  Bradys  Balked;  or.  Working  up  Queer  Evidence. 

Against  Big  Odds  :  or.  The  Bradys'  Great  Stroke. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Forger:  or.  Tracing  the  N.  G.  Check. 

The  Bradys'  Trump  Card:  or.  Winning  a  Case  bv  Bluff. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Grave  Robbers:  or,  Tracking  the  Cemetery 
Owls. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Boy;  or.  The  Mystery  of  School  No.  G 
The  Bradys  Behind  the  Scenes:  or.  The  Great  Theatrical  Case. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Opium  Dens:  or,  Trapping  the  Crooks  of 
Chinatown. 

The  Bradys  Down  East ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Country  Town. 
Working  for  the  Treasury:  or.  The  Bradys  and  the  Bank  Burglars. 
The  Bradys’  Fatal  Clew  ;  or.  A  Desperate  Game  for  Gold. 
Shadowing  the  Sharpers,  or.  The  Bradys'  .$10,000  Deal. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Firebug:  or.  Found  in  the  Flames. 

Bradys  in  Texas:  or,  The  Great  Ranch  Mystery. 

Bradys  on  the  Ocean:  or,  The  Mystery  of  Stateroom  No.  7. 
Bradys  and  the  Office  Boy;  or.  Working  Fp  a  Business  Case. 
Bradys  in  the  Backwoods:  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Hunters 
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Smokers. 
The  Bradys' 
Caught  by 


the  Yellow  Dwarf ;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Opium 


Still  Hunt  :  or.  The 
or.  The 


the  Camera 

or  Sale  bv  All 


Case  that  was  Won  by  Waiting. 
Bradys  and  the  Girl  from  Maine 


Case  of  Mr.  Barlow 
Trapping  the  Crooks 


of  the  ‘‘Red 
Brooklyn  Bridge 


09  The  Bradys  in  Kentucky;  or.  Tracking  a  Mountain  Gang. 

70  The  Marked  Bank  Note  ;  or.  The  Bradys  Below  the  Dead  Line. 

71  The  Bradys  on  Deck  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Private  \acht. 

72  The  Brad\ s  in  a  Trap;  or.  Working  Against  a  Hard  Gang 

73  Over  the  Line  ;  or.  The  Bradys’  Chase  Through  Canada. 

74  The  Bradys  in  Society  :  or.  The 

75  The  Bradys  in  the  Slums ;  or. 

Light  District.” 

7G  Found  in  the  River ;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the 
Mystery. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Box;  or.  Running  Down  the  Railroad 
Thieves. 

The  Queen  of  Chinatown  ;  or.  The  Bradys  Among  the  “Hop"  Fiends 
The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  Smuggler  ;  or.  Working  for  the  Custom 
House. 

The  Bradys 
Sharps. 

The  Bradys  and  thh  Ghosts 
Church  Yard. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Brokers:  or,  A  Desperate  Game  in  Wall  Street. 
Bradys'  Fight  to  a  Finish  ;  or.  Winning  a  Desperate  Case. 
Bradys'  Race  for  Life  ;  or.  Rounding  Up  a  Tough  Trio. 

Bradys'  Last  Chance  ;  or,  The  Case  in  the  Dark. 

Bradys  on  the  Road  :  or.  The  Strange  Case  of  a  Drummer. 
Girl  in  Black  ;  or,  The  Bradys  Trapping  a  Confidence  Queen 
The  Bradys  in  Mulberry  Bend  ;  or,  The  Boy  Slaves  of  “Little  Italy.' 
The  Bradys'  Battle  for  Life ;  or,  The  Keen  Detectives'  Greatest 
Peril. 
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and  the  Runaway  Boys;  or,  Shadowing  the  Circus 
or,  Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Old 
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and  the  Mad  Doctor ;  or.  The  Haunted  Mill  in  the 

on  the  Rail  ;  or,  A  Mystery  of  the  Lightning  Express, 
and  the  Spy  ;  or,  Working  Against  the  Police  Depart- 

Deep  Deal  ;  or,  Hand-in-GIove  with  Crime, 
in  a  Snare  ;  or.  The  Worst  Case  of  All. 

Beyond  Their  Depth  :  or.  The  Great  Swamp  Mystery 
Hopeless  Case  ;  or.  Against  Plain  Evidence, 
at  the  Helm  ;  or,  the  Mystery  of  the  River  Steamer, 
in  Washington  ;  or,  Working  for  the  President. 


Bradys  Duped  :  or,  The  Cunning  Work  of  Clever  Crooks. 
Bradys  in  Maine  ;  or.  Solving  the  Great  Camp  Mystery. 
Bradys  on  the  Great  Lakes :  or.  Tracking  the  Canada  Gang. 
Bradys  in  Montana  :  or.  The  Great  Copper  Mine  Case. 
Bradys  Hemmed  In  ;  or.  Their  Case  in  Arizona. 

Bradys  at  Sea  :  or,  A  Hot  Chase  Over  the  Ocean. 

or.  The  Bradys  After  a  Confidence 
Chinamen  ;  or.  The  Yellow  Fiends 
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Girl  from  London  ; 

Bradys  Among  the 
Opium  Joints. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Pretty  Shop  Girl  ;  or.  The  Grand  Street 
Mystery 

The  Bradys  and  the  Gypsies  ;  or. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Wrong  Man 
Mistake 

The  Pradys  Betrayed  :  or.  In  the  Hands  of  a  Traitor 
The  Bradys  and  Their  Doubles:  or.  A  Strange  Tangle  of  Crime. 
The  Bradys  in  the  Everglades;  or.  The  Strange  Case  of  a  Summer 
Tourist. 

The  Bradys  Defied  :  or.  The  Hardest  Gang  in  New  York 
The  Bradys  in  High  Life;  or,  The  Great  Society  Mystery 
1 1  5  The  Bradys  Among  Thieves;  or.  Hot  Wont  in  the  Bowery 
1  16  The  Bradys  and  the  Sharpers;  or,  In  Darkest  New  York  * 

The  Bradys  and  the  Bandits;  or.  Hunting  for  a  Lost  Bov. 

The  Bradys  in  Central  Park:  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Mall. 

The  Bradys  on  their  Muscle  ;  or.  Shadowing  the  Red  Hook  Gang. 
Bradys  Opium  Joint  Case;  or.  Exposing  the  Chinese  Crooks 
Bradys'  Girl  Decoy  ;  or.  Rounding  Up  the  East-Side  Crooks. 
Bradys  1  nder  Fire:  or.  Tracking  a  Gang  of  Outlaws. 

Bradys  at  the  Beach  :  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Bath  House. 
Bradys  and  the  Lost  Gold  Mine  :  or.  Hot  Work  Among  the 
Cowboys. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Girl  :  or.  A  Clew  Found  in  the  Dark. 
Prndys  and  the  Banker  :  or.  The  Mystery  of  a  Treasure  Vault. 

i  I10  griuly8  an'  A£rob\lt  ?  or.  Tracing  up  a  Theatrical  Case. 

128  4  lie  Bradys  and  Bad  Man  Smith:  or.  The  Gang  of  Black  Bar 

1  in  m{U‘  :uv]  !!ie  Aeil‘A  GirA  (,r-  Piping  the  Tombs  Mystery. 

130  1  he  Bradys  and  the  Deadshot  Gang;  or.  Lively  Work  on  the  Frontier. 
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receipt  of  Price.  5  Cents  per  Copy,  by 


24  Union  Square.  New  York 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

of  our  Libraries  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct  Cut  out  and  fil 
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FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher.  24  Union  Square.  New  York. 

Dear  Sir  Enclosed  find  ....  cents  for  which* please  send  me: 

....  copies  of  WORK  AND  WIN,  No* 

_  “  “  LIBERTY  BOYS  OF  ’70  “  . 

....  “  “  PLUCK  AND  LUCK  “  . . 

....  “  “  SECRET  SERVICE  “  . 

....  “  “  TEN  CENT  HAND  BOOKS  «  '  ’  1 . 

N'8me . Street  nn<t  No . Town . Stite . 
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